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V 



QBAstm 1 
MAKING MEN FROM BOYS 



It wasn't until I was turned down for the Navy that I realized that 
I was nothing but cannon fodder for the Army. I had just left school 
in February 42 to go to work at a defense job in the ship yards of 
the great city of Baltimore and, at the time, I didn't know whether I 
was coming or going. I knew that the Army would get me sooner or 
later, so I took an indiffer^ attitude toward life, tr^ag to makd 
the best of it until that day came. Having left a medium-sized tobacco 
town in North Carolina to live and work in a metropolis such as 
Baltimore was something of a change and something wldch I was not 
aocust(»ned to, I assure you. I knew a few folks there who, at die 
time, weie ymy considerate. It was 1^ sndittU group of nice people 
that kept nie a wandering from party to party and introducing me 
to such fine, beautiful entertaining young damseHs, until jfinally I 
met the one. 

I stayed in Baltimore for about six months, maybe more, I dm't 
remember, md by lliat tiiiie I liad ibad my M of ^ Hg dty. I padced 
my bags, what few I had, kissed all the girls good-bye and IdFt in a 
cloud of Chanel Number Five, winging my way south again. When I 
returned home, naturally the first thought of an eighteen-year-old 
boy was to check with the Draft Board. That I did, and much to my 
surprise I Was told ibs^ my nmnber was toming up the fdllowiag 
week. I don't think that this was according to Hoyle, but nevertheless 
I was so informed by a very dear friend of mine. I had already had 
my physical but had not been notified as to my classification. That 
didn't bother me half as much as knowing that if I were drafted I 
woiddn't have the same chanees I would if I enBi^<ed. Having had 
four years in a military prep school, I felt that my chanceS were bet- 
ter if I enlisted. That I did. Off I went to Fort Bragg with about 
twenty-five other men and boys, not knowing what the future had in 
Store for me. At the time I didn't give a damn. 

All^ w^msUiitine arouitd ^e reception center, taking shots, picking 
c%||ze|t)e$ imL Sm Wad, I lou^ mysfM m&My thrown on a train, 
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and without a word of wamiog, started for places unknown. There 
I sat with sixty other men, in a train car that was made to accom- 
modate forty-five. Anyway, it was crowded as hell and just as hot. 
I Iief^ Iii0 train whistle blow and as the train rolled along, the 
t3iiiiia{i» liim^, finni^ of the ear wheds akatm put me to ^eej^ But 
not quite. As I started to doze, I began wondering where I was 
headed and what I was going to do. Casually I thought about the 
^e of men I would be with, what the weather would be like, and 
what kuid of women I would meet, if any. My thoughts were that 
kind. Ydnt Imtsm, At tea o'idode at jdtM two days later, we debaxleed 
bom the train m a rainy, cold, desolate, muddy, Cod-forsakm place 
on top of a mountain. I spent the night on a h^d, cold, cem&at floor 
of one of the new supply-rooms, along with the other rats. Early the 
next morning I was awakened by a loud shriek of a whistle and the 
taaSotgiMbM sok and swedt toiid of liie Sarge's m hB osSaalf 
growled, "Get the hell oflF your asses and on your feet, you re parfl^ 
troopers now." I sat up, shook my head, and groped for my glasses 
like a man trying to feel his way in the darkness, before I reahzed 
that they were going to teach me, of all people, to jump from an 
aixplane. It wasn't until later that day tibitt I finally got up enough 
nerve to adt those muscle men from the sky what camp I was in and 
what town was near by. It was the mcwt beautiful spot in Georgia, 
without a doubt. Camp Tocoa; that is, if you like red mud, rain, 
cool, sharp air, and mountains. Well, for three months I managed to 
make out with the Charles Atlas course, as I was quite a man myself. 
At the time I was about six feet and weighed about 205. There was 
no fat; all muscle and all in the right places, thanks to football and 
my work in the shipyards. Some of mose muscle-bound babies thought 
they could ride me and get by with it because I had to wear classes. 
I finally put a screeching halt toihat one sSg^t at &e TXi I haa maidd 
friends with a guy named Jack, a moimtaineer ham the hills of 
North Carolina who couldn't even write his name, but was as much 
of a man in size as I was. He wasn't mudi from the outside but 
brawn, although he had a heart of gold. 

"Jack," I said, 'lei's go down to the PX and have a beer and look 
Saeoamd. Might see someone we know." Just as I stepped up to the 
counter to order our beers, this bird-brain, who called himself a 
sergeant, came up to me with a peculiar grin on his face and a beer 
in his hand and said, 'Tou are a Htde young for that stufiF, ain't you, 
buddy?* I looked at Jaic3e for a mmmxA wimout saying a yfixdi We 
were both thinking the same thing. Now is the time me to take 
tills $te^^lia^0r guy down a few pegs. I could tell at a ^ance that 
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the beers had taken an effect on the sergeant, and thou^t it best that 
I forget iti I tDid MdA to mind dM^ Inis&ess, and tuhied ti» d^ok 
my beer. Tou want to make something of it," he said as he grabbed 
my shoulder and turned me around. That was enough. In fact, it was 
too much for me. I told Jack to watch the beers, and proceeded to 
dean the floor with him. The audience was very nice, in that th^ 
movtd ^e tables ad we tossled. Jadk fiitendy watching the odietr 
men for fear that some of them mig^t [tm^ me. Fitutanately enough 
for me, they didn't; I guess they were too interested in the fight. 
After a few Ucks here and there, I managed to maneuver him and 
myself into a position that finished the fight. Quick like a rabbit I 
lunged lorwarl and widi my right hand under his right arm pit imd 
my left hand between IsM legs, I managed to turn him and at the 
same time lift him above my head hke a weight lifter pressing a set 
of barbells. I held him there a few seconds, then, with a tremendous 
thud, he hit the floor. Everyone was amazed, and when the sergeant 
iDdtne out of the fog and got his breath, he quietly wmt to his quar- 
ters. About ten minutes later the M.P.'s airived, but it was all 
and the PX was humming as usual. Never again did I have any 
trouble with the good sergeant or any of his cohorts. 

During my three months stay at Tocoa, men wearing glasses could 
draw jump pay. They would merely take their glasses off befoie 
jumping, or stLdE #iem to their face with adhesive tapa Later in the 
months an order came from higher up that all men wearing glasses 
would be shipped out to regular infantry units. Lucky for me, I was 
one of the first to leave under this new order. I had gotten to like the 
place pretty well; running up to the flag pole at die top of the hill 
fifty tiil^ a day, mud, more mud» woridng £iai^ good chow, but I 
knew it was the best thing. Later on I was Vipry glad I did leave. 
You see, I was in the 501st Parachute Battalion, and when this great 
outfit jumped in Africa, almost all of them were wiped out before they 
hit the ground. At least, that is die story that I nave received from 
O^ier troopers with wh^ I have talked from time to time. 

I was sitting in the rear of a Six by Six with my duffle bag under 
the seat, getting ready to light a cigarette, when one of the other 
men asked the sergeant in charge: "Where we headed, Sarge?" Im- 
mediately he turned to reply, and with a grin on his face and a 
dhmtMe in 1^ i^i^i he replied: TouH be going to Fort Jackson, 
buddy. Seems like they are going to form another infantry cUvisiOTL** 
"Do you know what it is?" I asked, as I took a long puff on my cig- 
arette. "The number, I mean." "I heard the colonel down at battalion 
say it was the 100th, I think. You guys will be the first there except for 
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the cadre." As he slammed the tail-gate closed, the truck moved 
slowly fxmaida Hid traJii sCftttcm. On ^ train, inoM ti m were pretty 
eaisbited abdiit the transfer. New faces, new places, and for me, it was 
nearer home. I had left my best pal, Jack, behind at Tocoa, and be- 
came a Httle upset about it because I had grown to know him from 
the ground up. He was as close to me as my own brother, but "Das 
ist &r Krieg. 

We finally reached Fort Jackson. The way the train engineer kept 
switching from track to track, I thought we would never get there. As 
I stepped oflP the train my first impression was a complete blank. To 
think that I had left all of that good rain and mud for acres and 
^CVdS and acres of sand, scrub oak, and more sand! Well, I was in the 
^^^y, and what more 00ill4 I expect? Anything any better than this 
would have surprised me so much that I would have fainted. That 
would have been most embarrassing, don't you think? We managed 
to get oflE the train without getting stuck in the sand, and climbed 
iolo wMti^g tradES, dtiffie bags and all, and away we went Ify met trnf 
liomes. We mde for about ten minxes, when suddenly tb^ tttti^ 
swerved into a street lined with tar-papered huts. The driver put on 
his brakes, the way all Army drivers do, and I knew this was it. 
Having picked myself off the floor of the truck, I heard the sergeant 
say, "O JL You men wait here tmifl Ind out who's going whesie.* 
Suddei^, the truck pulled oflF and left us standing there covered with 
dust; we looked as though someone had dumped a bag of flour on 
our heads. Presently the sergeant returned and began calling out 
names. "jsicl:soiL, you go one street over, that's 'E' Company. Wait 
there. Anders, you stay here, this is W Company, and the lieutenant 
in charge will be here in a minute. Tti& test <rf ym gnyis follow me." 
I took it for granted that the good sergeant was speaking to me, so I 
remained behind. I've been called everything from "Andrews" to 
"Algiers" so far in this man's army, so I had a pretty good idea that 
he was speaking to me. I waited around for a few minutes, and along 
came Sergeant Jokmodi, an cdd Anny man who was part of the cadre 
from the First Division, then stationed at Feat Miles Standisfa, Massa- 
chusetts. "Is your name Angier?" 

"Yes, I congratulate you, Sarge, you are the first to pronounce it 
correctly.'* 

*lieateiiatit Ai^ciediotise says to put yittir sti^ in lihe hut and, as 
soon as you can, come up to the supply rocxn. He wants to talk to 
you a minute." I immediately did as I was told, and without un- 
packing a thing, I dashed to the supply room to see what the good 
Lieutenant wanted. As I neared the do<M: to the supply room I slowed 
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do^ to a walk, and -without kaoildQti^ eiiieEi^d. Steading in front of 
me, suppcolsd by die wooden couliter, WM a biit baDodsome mm 
about thirty-two years old. *Tou wanted to see me, Sir." 

Tes," said the Lieutenant. "I understand from your records that 
you have had previous mihtaiy experience." 

Tes sir, that is correct. I had four years at a military prep school 
in Virginia." 

*Was that an ROTC unitr 

"Yes, sir, it was." 

"Then why didn't you get a commission in the reserve?" 

'^ell sir, I simph^ didn't go to summer camp at Fort Meade. Is 
that tms&a. enougor^ 

"You reaUase mat you lid Ib0 ipoag Uig by tiot going lit tmagp 
don't you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"We are going to need some good men around here to do a lot of 
liiiltructing, teaching #iese new tnen a Bt^e about the army, and 
miLkuQLg them the best damn soldiers in libls iQail^ army. Were count- 
ing on you to help out a whole lot Do you Icnow anything about the 
AW's?" 

"Yes sir." 

"Howr abcHit your weapcMis? ^jpmr yowt dkise <lrier iSiM, eolleDdbd 
order and tactics?" 
'Tes sir." 

Well, things went along pretty smoothly during basic training. 
Lieutenant Ackerhouse saw to it that I was assigned to his platoon, 
whidi I &ou^ was vei^ nioe of him, as he was ^ only ^oer I 
had met. Maybe he had plans. Maybe he was going to overwork me 
with instruction. I didn't know what was in store, but I had made 
up my mind that I was going to be the best damn soldier in the 
whole blasted army. I started up the long ladder of ranks, beginning 
with priviift A eouple of week$ later, amu mmf hoiirs of instmedng 
the third platoon in everything from mihtary courtesy to field-strip- 
ping a BAR (Browning Automatic Rifle), I was recommended for 
corporal. I gave much instruction in close order drill, PT drill, and 
all the rest, while the Ueutenant stayed in the company area working 
wi& Ihe Company CSO. I til&k Ueutonadt Ackerhoiis6> bad dcnnplete 
confidence in me, and of that one fact I was very proud. I didn't mind 
the work; as a matter of fact, I loved it. I tried to be an example 
for my men. Everything I would ask them to do, I would also do 
myselr. I showed them that I wasn't the type to sit back with my 
arms Mded and tell them what to do. Th^ liked that Slowly but 
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surely, I cx)uld see that group of civilians forming into an effideat 
fighting force, welded together in friendship, comradeship and con- 
fidence in one another. They were men learning and working to- 
gelllef as a team to do a job that can only be daab 1^ working 
togeiiifir. I was determined to have myself ready for corxtbai^ and as 
my responsibility I was going to have the third platooit ready for 
combat also. 

During this period of adjusting myself and others to this rugged 
army life, I nifliiiliged to find time to ask my favorite girl in marriage* 
Of course, this was a very big step in my life, but I was prepared 
for it and thought that I could handle the responsibihty without any 
trouble. She was a wonderful girl, full of charm and beauty, and 
the type of girl I thought would make a perfect mother for my 
dKildrm. I sent her a WbPe to come to Fort Tackscm as socm as pos- 
sible, as I wanted to make her a Mrs. When she finally arrived^ 
everything was all mixed up. To start the ball rolling, I couldn't get 
oflF the post to get her a room. She couldn't get one at the hotel. 
I was flat broke. We were confined to the company area for nothing 
in particular; that's the way tlie Army works. I wasn't sure of getting 
a nu^^^day pa«s» wliich was a very important item at this stage m 
the game, and because of some bird-brain idea &om high^ up, we 
all had to wear our gas masks at all times. Wasn't that something, 
to be married with a gas mask hanging around your neck? The 
Chaplain approached me, and informed me that he thought it would 
be all lidit to di^«se witih fite mask mitil after the ceremony. Now, 
wasn't that nice? Do you suppose he actually thought that I was 
going to wear it? Oiu* reception consisted of a couple of cokes at 
Sie Sira^ce Club, while waiting for a taxi, and dancing to the music 
of Charlie Spivak on the juke bo3C The taxi finally arrived and, as 
tilings always tuza 01^ liar ^ best^ We went into a iSmm^y sedu'- 
sion at one of Coltimbia's more elite hotels. 

As the months passed by, the Lieutenant and myself selected our 
squad leaders, men who were capable of leading men, and could 
make decisions as situations arose. We chose the best men for our 
scouts, BAR teams^ and assistant squad leaders, dnd everyone was 
well satisfied with all the appointments. We Icept tbem on the baU 
by giving them instruction and quizzes in military subjects that per- 
tained to them and their squads. Oru* squads made very high scores 
on their Corps test. The third platoon made one of the highest rat- 
ings in the regiment o& ^ |ilatoon problem and test. We had ft 
damned good platoon leader, so naturally we would have a good 
platoon. Being the platoon secgeant, I was confident that I had a 
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gjood plaDOdOi I was proud of fliein^ and tibey in turn were proud, 
which was an excellent morale factor. Here we were, the third pla- 
toon. Company "F," 399th, which was a part of the best dimmed 
division in Uncle Sam's Army, the 100th. 

Our training consisted of the usual infantry stuff like twenty-five 
mile Mces, RCT problems, and even guarding the Atlantic Coast 
line Railroad for the late President Roosevelt During thesd ru^ed 
montfis of training, I managed to become one of the first to receive 
the Expert Infantry Badge, selected along with Mula to attend 
Ranger School conducted by Rangers from Camp Forrest, Tai- 
nessee. I weat lo Cfivision CAS scrool and became C(»npany and 
BafMoai GAS MOO. I became an instructor Iti ^ MaM villai^ teiaidb* 
ing men to fight in a village with live ammo. 

Among aU these duties, I was also selected to carry the Regi- 
mental colors for reviews and parades. This was indeed an honor, 
and a great big gravy trffibi. I md manage to appear in several spe* 
dal events, whidi in tiuii would get me away &otn the eveayday 
grind of Army training. I was selected to appear in the New York 
City Army Day parade, but said "to hell with that," as I had a leave 
coming up. I assure you that nothing was going to interfere with that. 

Having been in this sand trap of South Carolina almost a year, 
we were sent to Teomessee for maneuvers by way of the WAG Camp 
at Oglethorpe, Georgia. I must say that the topographical structure 
of this great state was a lot different from the sand and scrub oak 
of South Carolina. We finally landed at a place east of Nashville 
called Cumberland, full of rocks and red mud. Yes, we had over 
15,000 square miles di rajn-sosdced ^d to wander in. I aloidst 
thought I was back in Tocoa, Georgia. To me, maneuvers was the 
most important phase of our training. It was the phase that separated 
the men from the boys. I knew that the third platoon was made up 
of men, so I wasn't too worried as to the outcome. It was true that 
we wete oon^antly wet, cold and uiberly miserable. The more we 
suffered, the more matured mentally we became, and the more physi- 
cally hardened we became, until we were hard as nails. Day after 
day it rained, and the mud got sloppier and stickier. As winter set 
in, we were hampered with zero temperatures, hail, sleet and snow. 
Semal days before doistmas We had just &iislMid a px>bleo^ and 
were taking a well earned rest in the Cedar Forest of Lebanon. We 
had settled ourselves down in our wet, frozen clothes imder what 
was supposed to be a rainproof shelter before we got word that we 
could build fires. You know, you can't do things like that without 
orders imak headquartera. We Immediately began to oidleot idl ^ 
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cedar we could find for our &e aadL man oh man, it not only smelt 
out of this world, but it was waiin^ something we needed badly. 
After we had started several roaring fires, we proceeded to warm 
up, wash, shave, and clean our equipment, as good soldi^s should 
QO. Jim, our platoon guide, and I had just flopped down on our viteC 
blai^cets to catch a few winks, wh^ all of a sudden we he^^ several 
men give a loud yell. "Here's Abe with the mail." That was the last 
of our nap. Jim and I put on our cold wet muddy boots and slopped 
our way to the old man's tent. The captain came from under his 
bennie long enoudi to grab sevml letters that Abe had for him. 
We Mda^t receli^ majl lar quite some time because of the problems 
we were having, so I was siu-e that I had several letters. I only had 
one person who would write, my wife. She was expecting by now 
and I was anxious to hear some news from her. Abe reached deep 
down in his bag of miracles and pulled out a large box, HThis is fi 
cdk® lor iSee^eaat Angier; help yourselves, men." I reac&ed for it like 
a baby reac£mg for a toy, and told the fellows to come up to the 
tent for a piece. Jim said that he would go back to the PX truck 
and get a case of beer. While he was wandering through the woods 
looking for the truck, Sol, one of the best natured boys you ever^ 
wanlel to mee^ oame over with a package titiAt lie had jusi re-' 
ceived. He had four salamis, pickles and all the rest of the stuff. 
When Jim returned with the beer, we had quite a party. Neatiy 
under tiie strings of my package were placed four letters of various 
sizes. Two were saturated with "Toujours-moi" and covCTed with lip- 
stick. 'Fhsm vm ao dotsbt as to who they were from. One, in 
beattt^ful Icoi^iand, was from my grandmother. The last one 
was a long envelope with "WAR DEPT. OFFICIAL USE ONLY" 
in the upper left hand comer. Having read all the news from home 
and knowing that I wasn't a father yet, I proceeded to ponder 
as to ^e txmteiats 6£ the O^ncespOndence Ir^t^ Cenerat Marshall's 
oflBce. I was in the army, w^t else do they wamt, blood? Slowly 
and cautiously I began to open the letter so as not to tear any of 
its contents. I read the paper carefully, then gave it to Jim to read 
to make sure that I was reading it correctiy. Sure enough, the Draft 
Board bade home Md finally sent me my edification md was castir 
ally infonnlag me that I was definitely 4F, with a notation that I 
would never be called into the Army. At the moment, I was dumb- 
founded. I didn't know what to say. Here I had been in this man s 
army over a year, and had done a lot more physically than was ex- 
pected of normal soldi^i Bm^m. Smook^ Gets SdbOiol^ Maad 
Village £x|^ Muitry Badg^^ nvfmat&m others. Yol I, of all 
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people, was 4F. "Maybe you can get out, Sarge," says Sol. Jim 
says to see tibe captain. Brown says to go see die chaplain and get 
mm to punch my TS card. I thought it over for a wMe saoA eamm 
up with the idea that I couldn't get out of the Army now even if 
I had the Lord Himself on my side. I was sure that the captain 
didn't want to be bothered with trivial matters and that Brown's 
idea was the best I didn't see the Chaplain, but t M get my TS 
card punched and kit <Mig;i as iit0f AU l9ie guys got a big 
kick out of knowing that their plat0(xi sergeant was a 4Fer, but 
they knew better. Suddenly my name changed to ''4FeT" but I 
didn't mind. 

Smoe we ^ked walked over Hell s half acre and part ^ T<Messee, 
I guess lihe big brass had d^ded ^t they, not had had eoou^ 
So, it was away we go in a cloud of Chanel Number Five to Fort 
Bragg in the land of the long leaf pine. Clean barracks, soft cots, 
hot showers, passes to Fayetteville, USO clubs, dances and womrail 
Everyone was quite thrilled about the move. Who wouldn't be, after 
spending the winter Iq the open ^ Teonessi^? Hie irst two cat three 
weeks was devoted to care and cleaning of equipment and sleeping. 
I proceeded to get all my gear straightened out, and then went to 
check on the men to see that they were doing the same. We played 
cards, wrote letters, shot the bull and thoroughly enjoyed a weU- 
aanied rest. Dmiag tiS-dxity }mm$ I Wi»ild Bud myseM at the NGO 
dub guz^g beer and eating pi^ leo^ pickled kind. 

After our rest period was over, we immediately went into an 
intense physical training program. Lord knows why, because we 
were all hard as nails. If the big brass wanted it that way, who 
were we to stc^ ^em? Theace was a war going art. While at ¥o^% 
Bragg, we somehow got the reputatikx^ a§ being a spit and polish 
outfit, and those reputations can become an awful pain in the rump, 
if you know what I mean. From time to time it seemed that the 
Army was using the 100th as a sort of repple depple or something. 
During our ^tscy at Fort Bragg it was said that 25% of our xiuiro 
had been used as replacements overseas to the 3rd, 36th, and the 
45th Divisions, which someday the 100th would be fighting with. 
We only lost a few from the third platoon, and they were soon re- 
placed with men from the Air Corps, MP's, AAA's, and the brain 
trust itom the Army ASTP program wliidi was folding fast from the 
huk of men in the fighting units. But "C'est ^ guerre, so the itedi 
say, and we started out training all over again, in the event we 
were needed across the pond. By late September '44, we were in 
Camp KQmer POE, keeping ourselves busy with latrine rumors as 
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to wHch way wd wero going* First it was Alaska, then the Pacific, 
then Engkma, and between the rumois, shc^, inspectioii^ wills, we 
had a gay time. The only thing I could remember about the POE 
was that the night we had readied ourselves for the boat, it was rainy 
and the night was full of chill. Never have I been so outdone. 
Imagine mea trying to maneuver around with a full fidd pack, 
avmeoaty gas mask; rifle, steel helmet and hidf die company property 
on your shoulders! But that s the Army. We boarded a train and in 
a few minutes were unloading on the Jersey side of the Hudson 
for a ferry ride to the boat. As we crossed the river, we could see 
ihe bright, flickering Hghts of the world s most famous city. The dty 
was qidet, and the tail buildua^fl looked as ^aey they were reaching 
IIP to the heavens. As die Ughts in the elevators of the buildings 
climbed skyward, they looked as though they were hghtning bugs 
crawling up the side of a house. In the distance we could hear the 
sound of boat whistles and horns, as the river was full of traffic 
j^t ni^it St&^ly we nesded near ^e dock <mi the New York side^ 
and as I looked up, I could see nothing but a great mass of grey 
steel, a part of the USAT George Washington, which was to take us 
safely, we hoped, to far away places. That night was our first aboard 
ship, and we didn't move until morning. We were packed in the 
in typical Army fashion, like sardines, with no place tc^ ^t, 
much less sleep. Later that night there came a blare on the ship's 
intercom: "Now hear this. Now hear this. All personnel go to your 
compartments. All portholes and doors will be closed and remain 
closed until further notice." Right away, I knew that I wouldn't get 
a last lode at die Ole Gal, so I got a good book and' read Wm. I 
lell asleep. Early on the morning 0I October 6th, the USAT George 
Washington shd through the narrows of New York for places un- 
known to me, but to the skipper, he was sure of the Azores, the Big 
Rock, the Mediterranean, and into the ship-guttered harbor of 
Mar$eilles, in sdiithi^ Wtmm 
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OHAFTBSt n 



TRIP ACROSS 



**Mow are you making out, So!?^ I asked, as I gave him a friendly 
tap on the shoulder. As he tried to move his head slowly to the 
leeward side, I could see that this was one soldier in Uncle Sam's 
Army that had felt better. I tried to pep him up a Utde by telling 
him that I didn't feel so hot either. "I feel like hell," he said, with 
a sickeoitig look 'Xjautt seem to stop it. It cotoea iip wi&out a word 
OF WARI^--«iummpp (up-chuck). You see what J mean. This is 
one helluva to a wac. I'd rather be dead than go tibxiou^ 
this again." 

"Don't worry, Sol, it won't last long. Maybe you'll feel better 
vfhen tlie sea esdms down a bitf I wandered %stm. to favorite 
^Ot; between two life rafts, where I had a oOmmanding view of the 
sea, to read a book and think of the days past. It was wonderful 
sitting there. The clean salt air blowing into my face and the con- 
tinual rolling of the ship and the waves slapping the bow as we 
churned througjh the ipirater gave a perfect atmosphere £ct teniir 
nisdng. Most of my thoughts were of home, but they -warn broken 
from time to time by the sleek, grey, camouflaged destroyers 2dg- 
zagging in and out between the evenly spaced transports and Victory 
ships. As they passed, there was an exchange of hand waving and 
shouts, which were slighdy heard, but there was a thought ta obor 
fiidasoe that everything was O.K. as long as they were there. It was 
a mighty good feeling to see that small hunk of steel and firepowCT 
cut through the convoy, keeping a watchful eye over us to make 
sure that we reached our destination safely. Overhead, one could 
hear the continual hum and drone of the motors of the Navy's great 
wdSc^dogs, the Blimps and PBTs. As they flew from fsM& to side^ 
it brought back memories of the many times I had seen this same 
scene in the newsreels at the Army theatre at Fort Bragg. Now I was 
a part of it, and there was a wonderful feeling inside me as I watched 
the operation day after day. Having chow on board ship is an escpesi- 
enoe I shM imm &«get l^ere woro so way mm on boaid 
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lhat ^mm was only time ^ two meals, aaoi one wasn't siiie whm 
tiiose meals would be, as they changed the time every day. Whea 
chow was served, we would form a line around the ship's deck, that 
is, those who were able, and with mess kits in one hand and meal 
ticket in the other we followed the line as it descended an almost 
veortical lad<kr f& the galley, as it is called in the Navy. Of course, 
we had to wear our Mae West life jackets at all times, and the galley 
was definitely not the place for such apparel. As we slowly passed 
through the hne, our mess kits were filled with what was supposed 
to be the best food in the armed services. Frankly, I don't go along 
wifb that statement, along with ten thousand other GFs^ It was 
crowded enough with those life jackets on, much less to stand up 
at those small Navy tables with hundreds of other guys. One didn't 
know whether he would reach the table with a full mess kit or 
not, what with crowded conditions and the ever rolling of the ship. 
It didn't lake Icmg fot these groundhogs of iim infantry to master 
die situaAidn, and in a couple of days we were eating, walking and 
standing like old salts of the sea. Our days were spent leisurely, 
unless one was sick. Find a nice comfortable spot topside and write 
letters, play cards, or just read a good book. From time to time we 
were enleclaliied by some di die ham actors, boxing mat^eis, and 
most plmsMg ci all, good swing music from the regimental band. 
They were really good. Of coiu'se, gambling was out of the question. 
Ha; did it ever occur to you what a wonderful medium of exchange 
cigarettes and matches will make? I don't think much money was 
won or lost, but it hsoke tiie mms^my and helped pass f3m IMm 
away. We had mmi(^ but most eireryone had seen them as the 
attendance was poor. King Neptune might have had something to 
do with it. We all looked forward to the Daily News, a mimeo- 
graphed sheet made by the ship's personnel. It contained the up- 
to-me-minute news of latest war developments and l^^al announce*^ 
ments aboard sbi|». My platoon was in good shapes and all were 
good sailors as well as good soldiers. The trip so far had been 
pretty good, but the worst was yet to come. On or about the seventh 
day out, we hit an awful storm. As a matter of fact, it was a hurri- 
cane that was reputed to be tho wowt in twenty years. I have never 
seen a ship toss as ole George did, and I must admit that I was 
a little afraid that we wouldn't make it. After forty-eight hours of 
being tossed aroimd like a cake of soap in a bathtub, the seas calmed 
down enough for us to come topside for some much needed fresh 
air. Alter it Wi^ M over, we were told of ^0 near accident we alm(»t 
had ibarkg ^ stontn. The sMp M tibe mmvof dxreofly bedbind 
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us had rolled and tossed within five degrees of capsi2dng, and iif 
came within inches oi ramming the George Washington right in 
the stem. It scares me to think of what might have happened if 
we were hit. There would have been one helluva mess in tiie middle 
of the ocean and a good meal for a hungry school of sharks that 
followed iis niost of me way^ S^^al days mtef) as we were sunning 
ourselves on deck, we noticed a terrific cloud of bia<^ smoke oflF our 
starboard side. We spent most of the day trying to guess what had 
happened. The story came out that night on the ship's speaker that 
an oil tanker had been hit by a torpedo. Then the thought struck 
met ihat we wliire i:eal^ in the war. M vim €te nearest thing to actud 
cotiotbat that we had witnessed, and ^^sxe was an air of calmness 
over the ship as everyone had the same thought in mind. This was 
it. Nearing die combat zone, submarine wolf-packs, bombers, fighters, 
and mines were things everyone was thinking about, wondering if 
we were neoEt on Ihe Hst On about ^ tWiSth day we forgot al 
about the war, for right before our e^es^ fising out of the sea like 
the Empire State building in Manhattan, were the shores of Africa. 
Nothing like we had seen in the Frank Buck pictures, but beautiful 
difFs that seemed to have been painted by the Lord Himself. They 
were tb be admired Jpd enjoyed by everyone who looked at them^ 
The convoy began to dose up, and the Navy began to close in to 
signal orders as we passed the city of Tangier and entered the Straits 
of Gibraltar. Silently we cruised on, sticking pretty close to the 
African coast, past a place called Ceuta. It looked mighty good at 
night. Again, just a little bit of civilizatioh. I codd see ^e H^ts 
blinking in Ih© distance and wondered why they weren't blfldbed out. 
Must be a crazy world. You hear all the talk about dim-outs in the 
States, and you get into a combat zone and find all the cities lit up 
like Christmas trees. We passed Algiers that night before turning 
north through the blue Mediterranean for Marsemes. We were told 
^bmt we would teidb Marseilles sometime the n^t day, if nothing 
happened. There were lots of things that could have happened, but 
they didn't. As we neared our destination, we passed a hospital ship. 
A beautiful sight it was. Its whiteness stood out like an angel and 
its slowness showed suffering. Its bow pointed westward for home 
With a cargo of wounded, dead £uad mangled bodies; heroic m^ who 
had done their best and we were proud of them, that's for sure. That 
ship must have been full of interesting stories and heroic deeds 
which will probably never be told. The ship passing at such a time 
gave us the feeling and thought of: *Wonaer i{ ifl go back home 
3iat wi^^ We readied ihe ship-gutted harbor of Marseilles, ^iaafe« 
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ing iSbe good Lord for a safe trip. We ofdered to dfibark in 
LCTs and it wasn't until late that night that my platoon started 
down the rope net on the side of the ship. Suddenly sirens started 
wailing, a smoke screen was laid over the harbor, and every light in 
tlie PQft was out before you could say "skin-the-cat." I caught my 
l»paaib and ledbd skyward as I heard the dnnie ^ airplane motors. 
Was this a real raid, I asked myself. Having been introiduced to tiie 
ETO by none other than her Highness "Axis Sally" the night before, 
I was sure that it was the real thing. It turned out that it was only 
a German Recon plane that did nothing but take a few pictures and 
scare the hell oiit of ^ Dii^ltlii. We vme SmSiy leaded loto 
LCFs and started for shore zigzagging in and out between half- 
submerged ships and debris. As we reached shore, the front of the 
small craft was lowered and we waded on to the so-called "Shores 
of Southern France." Evidently the fifteen day boat ride wasn't 
enough^ for m soon as we Mt ih& t^et& fiinaa i¥e had to ws3k a 
good ten miles to the assembly area outside Marseilles. In the process 
of imloading, we managed to get ourselves soaking wet from head 
to toe, and we still had ten miles ahead of us. Although it was later 
than midnight, it was easy to see that there was no hpstick shortage 
in Ffanise, md thi^ tlite dress styles wece still ^ibove mb knee; As tee 
continued to grope our way in the darkness to the outskirts of the 
city, we could hear in the distance the rumble and roar of heavy 
artillery firing round after round into the southern sector along the 
Mediterranean coast. Little did we know that the fighting was that 
dose. Marshes had just been liberated M the itmseSm Ot Southern 
France and the Germans hadn't backed up too hXi tlie pitdli 
black darkness, tired and wet, we reached the assembly area, not 
giving a damn for anything but sleep. Having settled ourselves down 
in an open field, covered by the sound of guns and the sight of 
muzzle blast. We tried to sleep.. Hey, Jim» you trench iiie tetA 
gbodr 

"Yeh, why?" 

'It's beginning to rain. Isn't that just too too divine?" "What 
a wonderful welcome these Frogs can give. First it's wading ashore, 
then a ten is^ hike, and tk&w tsS^' 

"Jim, button up your end and get iSie telt Hanifili^ if s 
CCHning down the middle now." 

That was the beginning of our first night in France. We were 
located in this assembly area for about seven days, most of the time 
being taken up wi^ care and cleaning <^ equipment and talking 
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over last minute details of tactics and maneuvers. On the third day 
we had our chance to see a little of Marseilles. Passes were issued 
to a portion of the men, and o& we went to get a first hand taste 
Hi &6 world-renowned wine and French gaiety you hear 80 
much about. Al Mann, I^nch and I took off for Marseilles for a 
good time. At first I was a little surprised at the city itself, as it 
wasn't all it was cracked up to be. The wine and Hquor at the 
sidewalk cafes is all and more than it's cracked up to be, I can 
assure you. *'Hey, Al, look at tibose gams. And get a load tbose 
swinging hips." 

"Don't be a dope, pal; you can get better fLan that in sixty 
seconds on Third Avenue. I know." 

"We going to have something to eat, or are we going to drink our 
supp^?" I said as we sat down to a table at i»fe Of Sie more elite 
sidewalk cafes. The others didn't pay too much attention, as th^ 
were too interested in the legs passing by on a bicycle. Those French 
gals are something on a bicycle. They let their dresses fly up to their 
hips for more pedalling comfort. Mind you, I'm not complaining; in 
fact, I think there shomd be more women riding bicycles than mere 
^ ara Dwi't bonier us about food. It'd take all the gold in Fort Knox 
t to buy a decent meal. Let's stick to the drinking, it tastes better." 
"Tinker" and Joe had just ditched a potential shack-mate, saw us sit- 
ting at the table, and came over for a chat. They gave us a play by 
play descripti«Mi of what they had done so far that afternoon. We 
still had the night to look forward to, so we proceeded to get ]oa<k)d 
"Hey, Sarge, were's the latrine?" 

"I don't know, but come on well find it." As we made our way 
through the half-vacant restaurant, I chanced to eye one of the gar- 
oons. As I engaged him in ccmversation with my best French and 
hand eoq>ressioDS, he fiaa% realized ^t we had to GO« but quide. 
The directions were plain as mud, coming from one who spoke no 
English, but as we neared the rear of the restaurant we both spotted 
a large sign reading "Abort Pour Honmies." This was it, we hoped. 
to. we w^t and immediatdly, out we oame. *^ey, ^Tinker,' I tfafiok we 
took the wrong turn s(»newhere. That's for the ladles." The -wsdtat 
who had given us die directions had been keeping a watchful eye on 
us, and came over to insiu'e us that we had the correct door. This was 
where the m^ go, so in we went. The inside was something to be- 
hold. BefOTe us was nothing but a hole in the fl(x>r. Nothing like the 
batbrooms we have at home. We bei^Biii to get amused and started 
to laugh. As Tinker' started preparing himsdf, I reused myself to 
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give him a little privacy, and stepped just outside the door. A few 
moments later there was a loud knock on the door and Tinker' yelled: 
**How many francs do you have?" 

*Wot many, why?^ 

*Trhere is no paper in liere.'' 

"What's that got to do with it?" As I handed him a fist full oi 

francs, I heard him say: "This is all they are good for anyway." I 
thought the joke was pretty good and proceeded to the table to tell 
the rest of the fellowing, forgetting the purpose of my visit to the 
Abort. As the evening passed on, we Md the town up right, and I 
mean right. Late that night the five of us started back to the open 
field and those comfortable wet blankets. Little did I, Al, or anybody 
else know that the next day was the day. Did I know that I was 
going to be on a truck the next day, heading for the front? No, sir, 
I was planning another trip to Mars^eSi It se^lis I was sadly 
mistaken. 

Today was October 31st and the Eagle dropped his load in great 
quantities, that is, except for me. I accepted $10.00 worth of francs, 
and the rest went to the sweetest gal in the world back home. I knew 
that I wouldn't need it, so why draw it Anything I needed I could 
l»arler for with cigarettes and chocolate. Tmn too, actually I didn't 
see anything I wanted to buy. We got our money and at the same 
time were told to turn in our duflfle bags and all excess jimk. We pro- 
ceeded to turn all valuables that we didn't want to carry with us, 
and maUdd ibsm hotae. M&st of tts kept nothing but a wati& and 
pictures of our loved ones. I sent my school class ring home and kept 
pictures of my wife and little daughter. This was it, and what could 
we do. Nothing. As the minutes ticked away the tension grew greater 
and greatCT. The men were getting jittery and began to gather in 
small groups to talk M wh&pers tarn sometunes pray. Sosue oi #e 
more religious men were huddled in prayer, while "Rover* was tell- 
ing Ballo about some gal he laid in New York before we left the 
States. Shortly, the prayer meeting broke up, and the men returned 
to cleaning their rifles. "Jim, let's get all the squad leaders here and 
have a little pow-wow. Tlie lieutenant is nowhere around, and I think 
that we should get togeSMar." 

"O.K. Where do you want them?" 

"Tell them to come to Brown's tent, that's out of the way of every- 
thing." Later, in they came. One by one. After all had arrived I 
began to lEtlk. ''Whs^s wimg wi&t you guys? Tm mhsmeA 0 tii^ 
whole damned bundi of you. Tc^a ^ like a bunch cl recruits. Let's 
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get right before it s too late. We have been like brothers for the past 
two years. We are Kke a team and I have the greatest confidence in 
all (rf you. I know you are afraid, but don't kid yourself, I'm afraid 
too. You have got to forget it 'cause we have a job to do. Who isn't 
afraid? Aayoiie who says that he isn't afraid is a damn liar. L^fs 
not show it outwardly, but in our hearts we may act as we so desire. 
I know some of you are wondering about that ninety day wonder we 
got back in the States. Respect him, but you know who to take your 
orders from. I don't know how he will turn out; well just have to 
wait and seet." I had zi&ver been in combat before, nor had l^e lieu- 
tenant, but the men knew me, beheved me, trusted me as I did them, 
and they weren't too sure of him. We ate together, slept together, 
trained together, drank together; we became one. The third platoon, 
Company F, 399th Infantry. "Are there any questions or anything 
anybody wants tD get off ms chesty 1i so speak trpi Renaeinb^ tiijatt 
the Hves of the men in this platoon d^end on how you' cx>nduct your- 
self in combat; let's not so-ew up the works. Ftotect one anotiber and 
fight together. 

"CK. that's aU. Get your rifles cleaned up and be ready to move 
out oa a minute s notice." I knew what the men w^e thhildng and 
what they were afraid of, and then I realized what a problem and 
responsibility I had. I thought and thought and finally realized that 
the best thing to do was to do my dead level best and things would 
be all right. Later, when Jim and I were getting things ready. 
Brown, Ooim, and Kaioa^ (maeif{rmdm^^ m^ t(yt & miH se^iisn. We 
began to talk about what it was going t& be like, who would be the 
logical ones to screw up, and who we would have to watch. We 
talked about tactics and went over our own private platoon signals. 
The thing that put my mind at ease as to how I was going to make 
out, was when Conn spoke up: *We are behind you 100%, Sarge, 
and you're bo5S.i^ TbaA. made me feel mighty good and I knew ^eai 
that everything was going to be O.K. "If anything happens toi pie^ 
Jim will take over. After that,. Conn, then Brown, tiien Kamel." 

*Luk©, is wearking?" 

"Yeah, for Ibe tiine bebg. I dkttl^ li^e l&e d£^ thing, and if it's 
O.K. with you, Sarge, I'm going to pick up a couple of sound- 
powered phones and some wire. I don't think this thing is going to 
work worth a fiddler's f~t, and I don't want my life depending on it." 

fhrn orders finally came to load up the trucks, and oefof!^ I knew 
it wo were <m our way to the boat. About five htindred miles later, 
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I found the third platoon and portions of the 399th in the northwest 
comer of France, at the foothills of the Vosges Mountains. Fremi- 
fontaine was the name of the village, with its green rolling pastures, 
and iMcky blade pine forest. Hie fonee^ wba covered wim vacated 
German foxholes; a body here and there, helmets, spent rounds and 
potato-mashers cluttered the groimd, together with debris from old 
German rations, toilet paper, an old letter, and cast o£F medical 
bandages used by the wounded. There were many craters, which 
testified to a fiecoe artHlery duel. 
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HIT Tm LINE 

H«^g ^KsDiou^ kim thicks, we ilwrled moving out in i^ 
old reliaUe way of the infantry, a column dt twos on each side dE 
the road, toward the front. We knew that we were getting closer 
and closer, as we passed dug-in artillery pieces and busy aid stations. 
On past the coughing of the big artillery guns, we began witnessing 
the hoimt of wiTi We passed many dead Amisi(»n and Cennan 
sddieis. Sdme were still wouncted and waiffi:^ to be taken to the 
rear. Pieces of arms and legs here and there surrounded shell holes 
made by the death-dealing 88's. Helmets, First Aid bandages, rifles, 
and pack equipment clutted the road, which told us clearly that the 
boys had dne ndliiva lbi^ not too long ago. We moved on, and as 
it was beginning to get dark we passed the emplacements of the ever 
coughing heavy mortars, throwing a bit of protection for the boys 
sweating it out up there. In the distance, we could hear the wild 
chatter of the machine guns, spacing their bursts to let ]eny know 
tlGat they were still th«re and their guns were hk firing order. Oo* 
Gasi(mally, the cra^ a couple of M-l's answered by a burst from a 
well hidden Burpgun, could tell one immediately that the GI's and 
Krauts weren't having a tea party. We finally reached oiu" objective 
for the night This was the famous Bill Mauldin's outfit, and we were 
to re^eve Hiem fn alphabetical order beginning that night. Sior'^ 
rounded by vets of Anzio and Salerno, we started the never-oidine 
job of digging our holes for the night. No sooner had we started 
digging when the Krauts opened up with their 88's. Brother, that 
was it. Everyone jumped for their holes and prayed that they wouldn't 
be joined later by an 88. The Germans were noted for fheu" aosumejr 
Wim iSboae damn things, and coiild pnt thCTi anywhere they wanted 
to, even in your hip pocket, if you wanted it there. To tell you the 
truth, all you had to do was thumb yoiu* nose at the Krauts and turn 
the cheek ofyour rump so they could see it, and they would put it 
right Aere. Tney must nave known l9iat we had arrived in iiuit sector 
^it nij^t^ beduisd ^ti0y mSfy pom^ it m, Allet ibe Brsit Ibanraga 
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we had become s(nnewhat se&soaed to the Jerry artillery, but ym 
bad yet to fight dieia laoe to laee. Hiat was coming later and 
we aJl knew it. Fortunately, no one was hit, and with pencil in 
shaky hand, most of us settled down to write what we thought was 
our last letter home. I had finished writing to my wife and was 
putting the finishing touches on our home for the night, Mf^0D **Do 
you 1mm haw 1sc» play cribbage, Sarge?" iasoBm hota tito wstm&s 
lieutenant on the odier side of the hole. 

"No, sir, I have never l^imed to play the game." 

"How about you, Jim?" 

"Yeah, I've played a HtUe." 

'XTmmt rVe got a board and a dedc ol cardte in my bag; 111 
teach you. Now tibe object of the game is to peg around tfie board." 
As he proceeded to explain the game, Jim and I sensed an atmos- 
phere of nervousness and tension in his voice, and his Hps be^B 
to quiver a bit. 

nvhatfs iiie mat^, Heutenantr 

"Nothing; I guess that barrage got the best of me." 

"Now sir, youH have to get over that sorta stufiE or get out. Sure, 
we got a Uttle scared too, since it was our first experience, but it's 
gone now. You won't last long this way. Snap out of it, you have a 
platoott to lead." WflJi fliaat in laind, Jim and I Mt the good lieutenauit 
to think it over in peace. The 399th was sandwiched between the 
45th and 3rd divisions, and little did we know that the rest of the 
100th was still several hundred miles behind us when we fired our 
first shots at the Krauts. The 3rd and 45th were badly in need of 
replacements and a rest, and iss we had stopped to organize fox Iflie 
Vosges Mountain we gave them that much needed rest. The Vosges 
Mountains were the great barrier in the advance to the Rhine. 

The Krauts had picked an excellent place for their defensive posi- 
tions, because the winter was beginning to set in and it was going 
to be awfully tod t& Imock the Jerries out of tiie mountaMs, espe- 
cially with all the snow and ice. As the 399th entered combat, tihe 
3rd platoon, Company "F" was already in combat. My platoon had 
been ordered up to secure and protect the flanks of the elements 
being reUeved, while the rest of the Second BattaUon was in reserve. 
The reserve battalion was finding that the lisnit mcaiains biirst 
out warning, until they learned to hem them clear their throats witll 
a silent but distinct cough. As we moved up in pitch black darkness, 
it started to rain, and it was getting colder every day. You could not 
see your hand before your face, but somehow or other I managed 
to get the platdN3il sf^read out and digging in for ^ night. Every 
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time your shovd would Jb^ ^ dir^ those Krauts would lob 

in a lew mortar shells M fm Jm&w SxEiy were still up mi 
awake. 

It was miserable, wet, muddy, and cold, trying to dig a hole to 
protect yourself. Hell, you couldn't see a thing, much less dig a hole. 
I got knee-high with my hole before it filled up with water, so, like 
most men M a losing battle^ 1 gave up in disgust. I sat down in tlid 
water, threw my raincoat over my head, and proceeded to light up 
one cigarette after another. That is, those I could find that were dry 
enough to smoke. I sat there chain-smoking to keep awake, and as 
dawn was breaking I could see that the platoon l^ dispersed, mudb 
to my amazement, correctfy. For mir &st night in oOflibat andin tol^ 
darkness I thought that it was pretty good. As the mist of dawn rose 
upward, I could see a large black cliff to my front. What a hell of a 
place to be! All the Jerries have to do is stand up there and drop 
lliem down your throat. And that is exactly what they did, all day 
hmg. The Kmixis were tho'e all right, and aoocnrding to runK»r» we 
were to scale the cliff and take off for a town named LaSalle, which 
was about three miles down a German-infested road. We weren't 
looking for a fight. No one was — all we wanted was a Httle time to 
gather ourselves together and adjust our bodies and minds to the 
reality of itmt line fighting. 

LaSalle and Remy were taken as more Tirsts" were scored up 
for the 399th. We should have had our canoes and life jackets, as the 
rains began to faU again unceasingly for weeks and then turned into 
snow. Fighting had been pretty serious up to now, and the men 
wdeomed a good lor tibe cold rain ana mom continued to souk 
the ground, addkig to the W^my and tctal disc^dol^ oi emty man 
in his hole. 

Today is Saturday, November 11th, Armistice Day, a day to end 
all wars, so th^ said. Hal What a joke! Here I sit in this wet, cold, 
muddy foadidl^ s^ewhere M Alsace listening to ti^ roaring big 
guns back behind thimdering a welcome to the twenty-sixth birSiday 
of peace for the world. Sounds silly, doesn't it? And it was. Sitting 
in our makeshift homes, everyone knew that things were a httle too 
quiet, and that something must have been brewing, and it was. 
Attackl Might have Imown tltat this would happen on Sunday. It 
always does. Guess maybe they (high brass) think that if they attack 
on Sunday and you (cannon fodder) get hit in the process, maybe 
you will have a better chance of saving your soul, or something. 

It snowed during the night and the groimd had a beautiful blanket 
of the cold stuff, whtclt inade it r^iiiier bard for oufpost patrok to 
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push ahead. Hie lOOfli Division, along with the 3rd, SOtiii, 4S^ TMl 
and the whole French First Army were ready to jump o£F. Ahead oS 
us were the cold winter, Vosges Mountains, German 16th Infantry 
Division, 21st Armored (Panzer) Division, 361st Infantry DivisioQ, 
and the 708th Volkesgrenadier (People's Infantry) Divisicxi. 

Having oelebrated peace, tlu» Seiviai& Anny wefit into action 
l^ain at 0900 on the 12th, as was expected, with the grand and glor- 
ious Century Division in the lead. After awakening me Krauts with 
a very quiet barrage of artillery fire, a few spurts of 50's, and a 
couple of chatters of 30s, the First and Second BattaU(xis led the 
altBOE ti> drive ^ bastards from liheifr winter Bsae in HaB Vosges 
Mountains. We were to attack and seize the high ground n(»lh and 
east of Baccarat, the famous glass manufacturing center. As we pro- 
ceeded along, Fox Company slugged it out and managed to overrun 
the German MLR, which was prepared for us to the utmost. They 
had zeroed in wi^ everything they had, and iheir diBared mmxm 
of fire were more than effective, for their madhine guns were cleveriy 
placed behind their log bunkers. Having accomplished our mission 
for the time being, we were ordered to take the high ground south- 
west of Neufmaisons. The Second BattaUon, with "F" Company in 
0S!& lead, with ^ fighting Hiird in front, faai Jbardly gotten out of 
f>ur wet muddy bedes when we were met by a hail of 88 and machine 
gun fire which was so intense that it took us over four hours to get 
our duds together and get the hell out. As we moved forward we 
overran the German foxholes and bunkers, which were filled with not 
only equipment, dead and wounded Supenn^, but wilit {i Jew who 
knew how to raise their handb and ICamerad." The sons of 
bitches I They knew that they would get out of all this mess and be 
cared for, yet we were here to stay. 

The snow continued to faU and it turned colder. This campaign 
in the Vosges was CKde of misexy, rain, snow, and frozen fingers tliat 
couldn't butt(Mi pocketi or wipe themselves with a 1,000 hmo note 
much less fire a rifle. There was a dismal, cold, mucky fog that would 
work its way out of the forest, changing day into a dark twilight and 
the nights into pitch black darkness. All the hills were "4" something 
or "^something. There isn't k dogface living today who doesnt 
remember at least one hill. 

As we approached the outskirts of Neufmaisons, the tall steeple of 
the church could be seen through the snow-covered pines. We were 
at the edge of the woods, with a cold snow-covered field between us 
Itaui the steeple. Everycme had a feding that the Krautheads had an 
Oj^. up ^s^m, and betw^eiQi yon and nx^ tib^ had Mimys of fSm best 
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damn shots in the German Army on those 88's. It was getting late in 
llie aiftier&ocMQ now, aii4l: 1^ dull grey coldaetss oi twdhght was rapidly 
descending upon us. No sooner had we dug our homes for the night, 
when the Jerries let go with the damnedest barrage of 88's and 
mortars I had witnessed so far. For a sohd hour and a half they came 
in, one at a time, two at a time and three at a time — one right after 
another, without letting up for oiiO seodiid. I can say one uiing lot 
the Heinies, at least they gave us a little time to get ready for it I 
don't beHeve that I had ever prayed so hard in all my hfe. I never 
knew when the next one was coming in the hole with me to shake 
my hand. It's an awful feeling to be sitting there helpless in a hole, 
hism iMt fandUar sharp whistl*^ and then heem ^ ground ^hake 
around you from the iisfipaot isS iSkose death-dealing sheus. You neyex 
knew which one had your name on it Yet you were always sure that 
it would be the next one. 

During that horrible hour and a half, I chanced to peek over the 
s£de of my hole, high enough and long enough to see me Luke lying 
not three feet from me. "Hej, ole man, you nit?* 

"HeU no, I'm just restin.' 

"Come on and crawl in," I yelled. 

At the time, I had a good foot and a half of water in the bottom 
iisi tbi6 liole, but there was always tooiai itn* one more. 

^(dll, Saige, it as safe out here as it it in a hole, l^ose baslanis 
are so damn good with those fugging things that they can put them 
in your hip pocket in a hole as good as ^ey can out here. I think IH 
take my chances out here." 

Wim iMt lie snuggled up closer to the base of tiie big pine tree, 
and began to light up a wet smoke he took from his cartridge belt. 
At the same time, the Krautheads had a diflFerent idea. They let go 
with about six or eight fast ones that hit their mark around ole Luke 
and me. To my amazement, the heutenant, who had crawled slowly 
from his hole duxMg t£» shelling, must have gotten caught during a 
call fyom **Mother Nature." She always pulls a trick like that. Just 
then one came whistiing in, and the ninety day wonder took a lunge 
through a briar bush and landed head first on top of me. Daws came 
over to the edge of the hole and we botib noticed a drop of blood or 
two on the lieutenanf s faee. I tapped ole Luke on lite helmet, and at 
the sanie time asked the good lieutenant if he thought he was hit, $md 
if so to wait till all this noise was over and then take a quick run to 
the aid station. As the lieutenant began to explain what he thought 
had happened, I tapped Luke again on the helmet and said in a very 
polite but sarcastic manner, Tisten to this, Mac." 
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"As I lunged for the hole," said the heutenant, "the shell broke, 
and a fragment glazed the tip of my helmet and struck my eyebrow. 
Honest, I saw the spark when it glanced off the dm*'* 

With that I hit ole Luke a littie harder. We want you to know that 
that second John got a Purple Heart the next day at the aid station. 
He gave them the same old song and dance, but Luke and I knew 
all ^oitg that a briar scratdhed ms poor lit^ €^brow. What a guy 
won't do to get a few points! 

In order to break this murder factory the Krautheads had, we 
would have to break out of the woods, go down the open slope fields 
right into the open sights and muzzles of buip guns and wire en- 
tanglements, and fight it out It loiolced almost impossible, so we 
moved back a bit to study the sitaati^ ov6r« Just think, a guy draw- 
ing $74.80 a month just sitting around waiting, while the mortars of 
Dog, How, and Mikes were giving the area a new look. They poured 
enough high explosives on the place to turn every tree on the place 
upside down. A iOlling barrage, they call it. The ugly roaring crasb 
or 88's fell during the night as usual, but faded away nt dawn v/k^ 
rain clouds took over. It drizzled a little, and it was oold, It was 
miserable! That was November 16th. 

The next several days were taken up with small patrol actions in 
the Neufmaisons area and attempts to hold on to the ground that we 
had fought so hard for. We had bitter weather, as usual — ^rain, snow 
and cold — but according to the Air Corps, they could fly any time. 
That is, any time except the time they are most needed. We began 
to wonder about this very thing and were calling those fly-by-night 
boys damn liars. But on the 19th, things w^e looking up. Ine sun 
came out, so &ey said, and this must have been the ^mny France 
that everyone was talking about. Half frozen and wet, sweating it 
out in those thick snow-covered woods, we couldn't half see the sun, 
much less feel its eflEects. The Air Corps decided that today was a 
good day to bum up some of the taxpayers* money, and they played 
tag with eaeh other wMe the bitter war went on below. They would 
swoop down in front of us and as we watched, hoping they would 
strafe the Jerries or find a target of some kind, they would suddenly 
swish up into the blue yonder. We watched hopefully, but no soap. 
It's a real c(»nfort to Imow those babies are up there, but dammit- 
to-hell if th^ are going to vmte gas^ why is li^ h^ can't they waste 
a few rounds (m ttie Krauts. After all, it would mean a lighter load 
^ing back." 

"Got a fag, Sarge?" 
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"Sure, here's a wet one." 

About that time Rover, our best BAR man, spotteiS a Kraut 
stepping behiiid a free, Icxr mAy one purpose. 

"Hey, Sarge, watch my tracer." With a slow, eveni,. Sitmdy pressure 
on the trigger, his BAR spelled D-E-A-T-H with a five round burst. 
The Heinie had just dropped his pants, and was, caught Hterally 
unfortunately. Rover s five rounds cost us four msa — ^two dead, 
tw0 wpimded, for we haid a lit^batlli^ im about an hour ate beiiwe 
tilings settled down again. 

Several days had passed now, and the Nazi's defenses were 
slowly but surely falling apart at the seams as we moved toward the 
Vosges Mountains and the Alsatian Plain. It had ocnne time for all 
of Unde Sam's boys, at least those who 1vi»en*t d3ad» to enjoy a good 
old Thanksgiving dinner — ^ihe Army way. Most of us were cuddled 
in our holes trying to keep ourselves warm from the bitter cold rain 
and snow, not to mention a few stray rounds kicking up the snow 
around the top of your hole. We hadn't given it a thought that today 
mi^t have been ThMiksgiving. Aft^ (Mie k^ses all trade of time 
when one is in the thick of fighting. The Heutenant came over to the 
hole. "Tell the men if the chow jeep gets through, we will have chow 
after it turns dark." Never could reason with die high brass on that 
point. Always feed before dawn or after dark. It really didn't make 
^t much w^&emoe to me: Aft^^ all^ came first with me. Any- 
way, as I proceeded to {>ull out of my l^ie to make my rounds, Jerry 
Boy had a dead bead on me and had me zeroed in from the word go. 
All he was waiting for was for me to make a move. Every time I 
stuck my head up he would take a shot. Snipers can be contrary as 
hdl at tiines, catift ^bey? I had used the bott(nn of my hole se^tneral 
times for convenience, and I had to go again. Nothing is any better 
for cleaning out your foxhole, than a helmet. Having cleaned my 
helmet out as best I could with snow and mud, I proceeded to place 
it in its original position on my head. Chow finally came and was set 
up about three hundred yards bxm our holissj aad scattered from 
one tree to another. The kitchen crew usually brought the mess kits 
with them, as we hadn't carried them since our first day in combat. 
I usually made it a practice to eat it sandwich style between two 
pieces of bread or out of my hand or helmet. The mutton heads in 
tlie Idtdten fergot to get the box of mess kits fhe tiaileaf bef^ore liiey 
started out. Probably too busy playing up to some French gal, whose 
bam they were using for a kitchen. I was determined to have 
Thanksgiving dinner. Nothing else to do but to take off my helmet, 
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wash it out as best I could, and use it. The Krautheads had us zeroed 
in, and just for the hell of it, dropped in a few just to let us know 
that diey were inad bec^nise vm didn't invite tlfetii Idr dinner. Started 
fox the first Many-Mac can with turkey, then potatoes, peas, cran- 
berry sauce, buns, cake, ice cream, bread, cigarettes, candy bar and 
four letters from home all mixed up together in that dirty helmet with 
a little rain water mixed in it for good measure. I hightailed it back 
to my hole just in fblie. An 88 landed not three feet from home and 
added a little dirt and snow to the already pot full of chow. Must 
confess that it was mighty tasty and it must have been good, for 
I'm stiU kicking and in the best of health. 

As the night passed on the shelling became more intense. We lost 
about five de^ nine wounded, imd four tibat had flipped Ibeur lid 
to the extent that they had to be jheld down, and taken bade as Sec- 
tion No. S's. It's rather diflBcult for a reader to imagine how miserable 
a group of men we were. For over twaity days we had existed in 
freezing weather, in constant snow and rain, and inccmoeivable 
danger. In all this time we had never washed or shan^. We didn't 
have the time. Have you ever tried to shave with ice cold water and 
a dull blade? Each of us expected to die at any split second, and 
they were carrying the wounded back to the aid station, bringing 
back rations and ammo. No rest. Fighting and carrying by day, fight- 
ing and canying by night, guarding yourself ana your budi^es. If 
you were lucky you took a combat patrol out for a little party about 
five or six miles behind Jerry's lines. For a general idea of how life 
is, just try this for size. Some stormy cold rainy January night, get out 
of your warm bed and go out in the back yard and with your spoon, 
bebaet; hands^ and ali0m, y&a are lucky enough to fasi^ doe^ start 
digging yourself a hole for protection. Every ttoe an aut(»nobile 
passes by, hit the ground flat. In the meantime, get yourself a suit- 
case and fill it with dirt. That will in some form take the place of 
your pack. When you are good and wet and about half way finished 
with your hde, tuee <lui siiiicase and ^alk tc» H^e edge of town and 
llien start cross country for a few minutes. Don't forget to hit the 

f found every time you pass a car. The cars are to simulate incoming 
eight (artillery). Start digging another hole. When you are almost 
finished with it, think of that nice warm bed at home, and start on 
the double with silitcase Ipl hand, hitting the ground as you pass 
eveey car. Continue ^bis ei^ routine all night until dawn. Tma when 
you approach home, give a running jump for that hole you started, 
which by now is full of water, and try and get some much needed 
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sleep. During all tyst iiiaiieiiver &b0 li&j^ iM forget that one Im & 
rifle whidi is your Beett friend and miiifc be hegt in working ooiidi^ 
tian; one must be careful not to step on a mine, and that one is get- 
ting shot at by the enemy with one's every move. 

After our heroic effort to consume our rain-soaked Thanksgiving 
dinner, file 3@9St was to m&m Miu^ ancHlier regiment iate l&e 
iiW&ck. Leading a fatted calf to tibe mughter house, I call it. The 
{Nixpose of the attack was to trap a large enemy force in the middle 
of me Vosges Mountains between two rivers. This, the 24th of No- 
vember attack, left the Krautheads completely confused, and by 
M^hlfia]! ihey had lost, shaQ we say, their hat#id ass. WMe ollifiar 
ocMnponents of tibe legiment wem motorized, and lieaded for Strass- 
boiu"g like a bat out of hell, we were stuck with our heads in the 
ground and our fannies in the air like an ostrich, at a place known 
to us as "The Villa." Our terrain map called it Les Quevelles. It was 
nothing mOTe than a big beautiful mountainside retreat as wer ap- 
pXNiched it, but later became mighty powerful. Twenty-two of the 
bastards finally came out after an aU afternoon battle. It was here 
that I had one of my closest shaves diuring the war. It was late after- 
noon and we had been under constant fire from the "ViUa," with 
both mortar and burp-gun. The Battelion Commander had set his 
CP. in a farm house, in my sector, within direct sight and range ol 
tiie Krautheads at the "Villa." The Commanding OflBcer, my Ole Man, 
and a runner managed to get inside between mortar bursts. The 
runner yelled to me out of a back window, telling me that the Cap- 
tain wanted me right away. The house sat about twenbr-five feet from 
a fence, which surrounded it and had to be crossed to get to tile 
house. I looked to the heavens for guidance and took o£F like a rup- 
tured duck, hoping to make it between mortar rounds. As I crossed 
the fence, I heard a sudd^ swooooosh and then a thud, which shook 
the ground about five feet in front of me and a W&e to my left The 
l&eu itself kicked up a lot of dirt, which splatt^ed me as I mafte my 
way to the back entrance of the house. Fortunately for me it was a 
dud; had it been real I would have been a posthumous receiver of 
the Purple Heart. No sooner had I entered the house than I saw a 
section of die fence blown to bits by a direct hit; the very section I 
had just a few seconds ago crossed. 

"Killer" stayed with the bed rolls that day, because of late he had 
been complaining about his feet. He later went to the hospital and 
was sent to the States with a case of frost-bite and trench-foot. He 
was the only man in the platoon we lost due to negligence of per- 
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sonal hygiene. He gat out of all the mess the ea^ wi^, liilt iihj^ ifiea 
ia the fighting third went back the hard way. 

Fighting, drinking (when ole Luke could find it for us), digging, 
just plain being miserable was the agenda for the next day. Litde did 
Vim dblmt Bil(tij9 bat Ipund out. Bitclie is ^^vlh" 

town fid jiLbstoo^Mts^^ Mfi|ioiot line. 
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WIPED OUT 



oeived the order to atta^ toward the Maginot Line. In front ^ m 
were several small towns, the Maginot Line, Bitche, then Germany 
and the Siegfried Line. Luke was still carrying the three EE-8A*s 
and a roll of sound-powered wire we were using for each squad, and 
ol coiu«e ft ocMipId botdes of Sdbnapps. ScuaMtes Sichnapps, ^^Am 
times Cognac, but never nothing at all. In long, haphazard fil^ on 
each side of the road, battle-weary infantrymen could be seen, all 
dressed in difFerent uniforms; some in raincoats, others in field- 
jackets, all of them filthy dirty, but warm. 

Aii^^JjorrMne. What a plaoel It Bas he&oi owii^ and operated 
by the Germans and the Frogs so many times that I don't oeHeve 
that they really know which country tibey really belong to. They 
change hands every time the sun goes down. It's a beautiful country 
all right, when the sun is out. I'm afraid that they have lost their 
post>war tiDiimt tmde by making the G.I.'s fight oiNar ^b^sace. 

The Enchenburg, Lemberg, Mouterhouse road was the mainstay of 
the defenses for the Jerries, and as usual, they had it zeroed in to a 
"T." Mortars, machine guns and 88's were crisscrossed in a pattern 
that was almost impossible to cross through. During the night we 
^mild Mat fomMe iai aimw wMefai told us df me preparations 
^bb Smuts were maldng. So far, we had beaten the Krauts on their 
terms, and our morale was very high, considering the circumstances. 
December 6th and 7th were spent trying to cross the Lemberg- 
Mouterhouse road by the First and Third Battahons, with no avail. 
EVerf i^e they would jump off, they hit a stone wall of i&adiine 
gun fire and mortar fire. On December 8th the Second Battidion was 
called in to finish off the job if they could. Our mission was to cut 
off the Bitche-Lemberg Railroad and highway, thereby cutting off 
the city, which was to be overrun by the other two Battalions. 

Gbmpany imk off on December 8tli like ft buiieh ^ seafed 
rabbits, and ovetian Suidde BM, csosslag four tesii^&Q&tg MSi iliicic 
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vfl&k flak md machine eun fire wbidh resulted in our doming to a 
saneeching halt. After afi, you can't drive a toothpick into a brick 
wall, can you? As dusk approached, we were still working hard cm 
the Railroad while the other Battalions were trying the town out 
for size. 

As We vmte ferociously digging in and fighting to liold wbat vfre 
already had, file Ole Man called for flank and anti-tank support, and 
tanks. Did we get anything? HELL NO! During the night the first 
and second platoons realized the danger and every man, wounded 
or otherwise, remained awake all night. After all, all the Krauts had 
to do was to oome iip file trail next to the train tracks in lhat tievet- 
to-be-forgotten flak-wagon, and wipe out the whole shootin' matdi. 
At 0500, December 9th, the first of four hit and run flak-wagon at- 
tacks came, with his 22mm. blasting away. Riunbled right up to the 
foxholes. What a miserable helpless feeling that must bel Then two 
more attads camd off on kibera:^^. Both of them to fed m out imd 
each time Jeny would get a litde bolder. When he saw that he was 
getting no return fire from anti-tank guns or tanks, which we didn't 
have, then came the real thing. Each time he rolled up, we tried in 
vain to knock him out with a bazooka.Waller was killed at dawn the 
nesEl da^, along witb five otihecs trying to hit tlto bastard htm oor 
side of the ravine. From then da it was armor against infantry. Thm 
came the crushing blow. There were eighty doped-up German infan- 
trymen with 20mm. flak-wagons for support, who stormed the posi- 
tions of the first and second platoons, firing point blank into their 
foxholes. We were Jio more than fifty yards from th^ on our side 
of the ravine but bad oardets not to fire, until it was too late^ 
Several of the Krauts came on our side of the track but I got two 
of them and someone threw a grenade and killed two* and the rest 
hightailed it back to where they had come from. 

Several of ^e second platocm escaped across the track and the 
ravine, as die lErautheads were mad with murder. Fifty-five men were 
killed and captured by the Germans in less than fifteen minutes, due 
to the negligence of the higher muckty-mucks. Fifty-five men from 
an already badly depleted company left us with a handful of men, 
ni^ quite a platoon. We finally managed to drive th^ off with the 
hlAp of our flanking companies. 

The Captain of "George" Company knew what had happened to 
Tox" and he had to cross the same railroad. As he moved his com- 
pany on, he acted as first scout. All of a sudden, the woods were full 
ci we chattar 0 machine gun fire, burp-guns, and mortar bixESts. 
Two meii crawled vip hmt to faxing baoc Ihe map fma ^ dead 
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Capti^ls bo^. Snow flioxies gave a blanket of peace over the Leo^ 
berg chaos as the entire dty was cleaned out. Lone files of grey- 
dad German uniforms marched to the rear. Our tanks took up the 
chase and shot up a dozen or so flak-wagons, 88's as well as a few 
infantry digging in. The battle for Lemberg was over, the first and 
most toiforgettable phase of the haltde for Bifecte 

We tried to relax, and Luke as usual, was on the prowl for some- 
thing to drink. He, as he always does, found enough for all of us 
and we drank to those who had fallen in battle and then to Victory. 
After a few moments of formality and toasts, we proceeded to get 
tight Hii^ eooi^ to relax us and ease ^ temim, but not enou^ 
to keep us from doing the job tliat we were sent there to do. And to 
think that it was the price for peace. Fifty-five men killed or cap- 
tured in fifteen minutes. At the same time the Krautheads attack^, 
we called for a mortar concentration from "H" Company and a 4.2 
outfit ^t ittodked. At the time, this <xmmjlta0m M tmd and 
steel was probably more disastrous than eSkftiHim Hiis vms ^be inr 
itial step in the capture of Bitche. 

"Hear we are going into Corps reserve after we take this town, 
Sarge," Luke said as he crawled into my hole with an apea botde 
M Msmpgs, 'Wtve a shoxt one^ itll maike you fe^ hmetf 

"When do we take the place?" 

"Tomorrow; it won't take long." 

"Hell man, you're off your rocker! This place is going to be the 
hardest to take except for Berlin. Don't you know," I said between 
drii^, "Uttt Bitdie has nev^ been teikm by an opposing fcnree be^ 
cause of its protection and network of pill-DOiesF^ 

Bitche was located in a beautiful valley surrounded by moim- 
tains, forts and piU boxes, each of the forts and pill boxes being a 
separate unit with long clear fields of fire. In the heart of this great 
city was a huge hiH wMcli was nothing short of an iincm«^erable 
fortress. It was like those you read about in books, built of huge 
grey stone, with a fifty-foot moat and draw bridges, but modem 
weapons. The entire network of pill boxes in the Maginot Line was 
connected to this great citadel by underground tunnels. These tunnels 
were s&irm to Ibui^teea stories under the surface. Th^ 
enough to house ^iielr own railway systejou loeds iot trudks and 
bicycles, garrison troops, kitchens, warehouses and storage space for 
equipment and ammo. I had never dreamed of such a thing being 
possible. The Krauts could have locked themselves in there and 
stayed for years heioxe ccnning out. One of 6ie Ss^ SiibieSsKjr, ba/d 
a disafpeaEii^ li^drauUc gun ^inet niii^ lose to it$ its Mge gud, 
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then lowered itself back into position below the surface. Hit after hit 
failed to knock it out. 105s, 155's, 240 mm., M12 self-propelled 155*8, 
and finally seventy-eight fighter bombers dropped twmty-seven tons 
of fivid mmdrdd pounders, about <me hundred and ^ght bonJis, 
before it was neutralized. The Citadd itself had a dozen or so 88's 
behind its grey walls, and numerous French 75's. Did someone say 
that it was only going to take a day? Hal Ha! Months, Joe, monthsl 
The French call Uie town Bitdie, the Germans called it Bitsch, 
m vm, ^ ind^endeAtSj It BUek Ajid ^iftt is mas&y what it 
was, a bitchi 

As the big picture began to take shape, our regiment had taken 
over the Division front. And our small band of men withdrew a 
tibousand or so yards to Lemberg, from whence we had come. I 
couldn't figure it out Only a coiq>le of days ago we were fighting our 
asses off to knock the Jeanies off the other side of the railroad tradk; 
now we were in the same position, waiting for the bastards to come 
to us. Christmas Eve rumor had it that the Krauts were going to quit 
on Christmas day. Joke. Christmas day was very quiet. During the 
night we had moved up to an old f^t«adi gairiscm overlooking the 
city of Bitche. Ole I^e and Sol had shot a fabbit and we were busy 
readying the hare as a dessert to our long awaited and much talked 
about and overrated Christmas dinner. Jim cut down a small ever- 
green, which was obscuring his field of fire, and stuck it in the ground 
just outdde the building. We proceeded to decOKata ^ tree witb 
ration discards, G.I. touet paper, cigarettes and strands of tin-foil 
which the Air Force had used to jam German radar and radio nets. 
There was plenty to eat, smoke, and of course, ole Luke supplied us 
with drinks. Quiet, peace, contentment, but not for long. Troopers 
jtonped BeliMa m; 11,000 m^ two hundred taiiiks of Hioer's 
otack mountain divisions wbk» headed for Bitche. From the north, ME 
109s filled the sky. German patrols began hitting their targets. Con- 
centrations began getting heavier and heaviCT. A cold snowy Decem- 
ber 31st found about 20,000 SS and mountain troops milling in and 
around Bitc&o getting pt^med iot the kill on chocolate bar^ mat con- 
tained dope. 

"Hey Sarge, looks like the bitches in Bitche have got scHnething 
brewing." 

Teab," I said with a most puzzled look on my face. 

"Yeah, probably a little New Yeai^s Day ceplncation, biit we ia!e 
ready for uiem. Men are scarce up and down tlie Ibe^ but well take 
care of the bastards." 

As the nigiht grew darker and colder, the men grew more resdess. 
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The clankmg and clatter of tank treads in. tibe distaiit {KCKdiiGed ft 
vivid picture of what was to happen later. 

Of course, we too had a little surprise for the krauts. Every field 
piece on the army front had been ordered to fire on known targets at 
precisely 0001 Jan 45. Everything went aeccxrding to Hoyle mM lihe 
Krauts began to counterfire with all their 88's and "Screeming-Mee- 
mies." By 0500 they had shot their load, and in the distance we could 
see grey clad figures moving to meet us. The dumb bastards hit us 
head on, and l^e a rubber ball bouncing o£F a brick wall, they 
hauled ass bac^ wbere Hiev came £i'i>Mi l^jiiy Hiattiig^ itowivWy 
to penetrate the Be&m unit to oiu- right, bat after a hasty reorgan- 
ization, the Recons ware back in their fjaces and the situation was 
back to normal. 

Brown who had been caught back at the Company CP durine 
the atfiack, aanie Tunning up to our GP wi^ a canteen cup full of pink 

champagne and a couple of "Girlie" books. 

"Al," he said as he opened the book to a picture of a nearly nude 
woman in a most seductive pose, "How would you like to get a real 
good piece of that?" 

'ISoy, it would oaly take a few minutes for me to bang that; and 
give her a screwing sne would never forget." 

"You know," he said as he lit a cigarette duck, "it's a shaino fef 
Special Service to send us this kind of stuff to look at." 

"Yeah, they should send it up here in the flesh," Luke said with 
ft dmdde. 

"No kidding, though, it s good for ^ morale and all that sorta 
stuff, but it's things like that that get a guy all worked up so all he 
can think of is a good piece of ass. Now don't misunderstand me, 
there's nothing better than a good piece, but where in the hell are 
you going to find it up here in diis God-f(»:sak^ place? Of course 
if we were back in the rear with all the other commandos you mi^t 
be able to get a little. And if you get it, you know the Krauts have 
had it and you will end up with a dose. And we can't win a war in 
a hospital. And if a man doesn't have his mind on his work he is 
liable to get one tbrough his heactit No Brown, you teSEB M^^ 

As he turned the pagei^ f&& wMfHies* groans and oommeDts 
something to behold. 

Again suddenly the Germans started to attack and for four long 
hours we fought against overwhelming odds until the Krauts decided 
that rather than push the fight any rarther, they would try to sur- 
roimd us. They did, but only by the fanatical impulses caused by 
4Ql»ed-u|» dbooolate bars. It must be one hell of a reeling kx a man 
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to blow that he has to be gEven ddpe to su^ Mm i^it smd eventtt^ 
ally meet death. 

TiOoks Uke we are in for it," spoke Sol in a very low sullen voice. 

"In a pig's ass we are," repUed Luke, "well get out of this mess 
If ifire have to Icill every God aanm Getiam m ^ fitmt Why la tiie 
heill those dumb bastards at Regiment can't %uie these things out is 
beyond me. The S-2 sits on his can all day, screws all the dames he 
can get at night, we do his dirty work, and he gets the medals. Wish 
the son-of-a-bitch would come up here and see for himself once 
in a while." 

One cmM. easfy see ihi^t ^ more o!e Luke talked the hotiSr 
he got. 

The night was cold and dark — the only thing to break the dark- 
ness was artificial moonhght shining from the large hghts in the rear 
echelon, i was checking the outpost when Luke tapped me on die 
shoulder to tell me that he thought he heard a truck coming up tbe 
road. I immediately started wondering what the hell a truck was 
doing up in this neck of the woods. Sure enough, the artificial moon- 
light silhouetted the canvas cover of a 6x6 traveling at a very slow 
rate of speed. Some poor j(^Der inust be lost As it moved slowly by 
the outpost, Luke yelled, "BjaHt^who goes there?^ With this break- 
ing the silence of the night, some Kraut took several shots at the 
sound, in hopes that he would scare someone. The motor was cut 
off, and very hiuriedly the driver jumped out of the cab and rolled 
under the truck for protection. Again Luke yelled, "Ha^f— Whaf s ^ 
pass word?^ ^nie Gemians had been known to infiltrate through and 
pick up jeeps, trucks etc. — so Luke was only doing his duty. By this 
time there was no movement or reply from the truck. Cocking his 
M-1, he again asked for the pass word. Still no answer. It was con- 
dtetded that the driver -was a Kiaut cat a Ct who had fergotteo the 
word for the day. "Give the pass word or IH shoot," spoke Luke^ 
and with this body rolled from under the truck, in the moonUght — 
hands high in the air — shaking like a leaf — ^yelling at the top of his 
lungs: "Lawd, have mercy. Don't shoot me. You know that Hitler 
ain't got no niggers in h^ Army." Witib this Luke and I laughed, 
and t^d the poor fellow to jump in the hole. Having questi(Hied him, 
Ave found that he was looking for the Company CP, which was quite 
some distance to the rear, and he had taken a wrong turn somewhere 
and had landed on the edge of no-man's-land. He was loaded with 
gas and ammo, and with all the noise and confusion in trying to 
turn the trudc aroundj the Krauts got wise and started lobbing in a 
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few mortars. Fortmiately, the truck scampered ofiE into darkness just 
as several lomids fell wliere it stood only a f eVtr ininutes btiliwe. 

Hiat night, imder the dull glow of the artificial moonlight, we saw 
a column of twos coming up the road toward the garrison. Dressed 
in G.I. white parka snow coats, they resembled a mass of ghosts 
coming to haunt the garrison. We had just received from Battalion 
ft itiMsage stating to be on the lookout for English-speaking Germans 
in American uaiObrms who were giving a considerable amount of 
trouble in the rear and had been infiltrating our lines posing as G.I.'s. 
Luke immediately checked with the old man to see if there were any 
patrols out or coming in. With a negative answer from the other end 
(tf the he slowly pulled ^e lever ha^t on ^ fifty cahber gun 

we had set up in the window. Having wilted imtil the very last 
minute, Luke let go with a full belt. You never heard such a racket 
in your life. Above the loud chatter of the fifty, you could hear the 
blciodcurdling screams and dying groans of Hitler's supermen as th^ 
vraiild say something in Gernian anid ihea slun^ to the ground. 

The next morning Luke proudly pointed his finger through the 
window at the mess on the road not seventy-five yards away and 
said, "God dammit, Sarge, I must have missed a couple." One mor- 
tally wounded German moved sHghtly and groaned in pain. He 
calmly picked up my carbine, took aim and slowly squeezed ^ 
trigger. As the bullet hit ils maxk, the body twitched anid jeilEied as 
though someone were punching it with a stick. 

"How the hell he hved through the night is a $64 question, Sarge." 

The Krauts were hitting our lines for a bulge, but th^ hit in the 
wrong place this ttee. Qiif re^bn^t didn't budge an inm. 

It started to snow again, me hardest we'd seen so far, and the 
hoHday setting was perfect, that is, for the folks at home. To us, 
only a few yards away behind a tree or bush — death waited. We 
shook and trembled. Not from the cold winter air but from the un- 
certamty of lifi9» 

*7tfs an «wMt i&^is^ 1^*t it, Luke, to be here, alive and well 
now, but in the neoct ndnato you may be like those bastards out there 

on the road." 

As we sat there by the gun, snow blowing in our faces, he began 
to reminisce of clean cloth(», it shave and a bath, a warm room and 
a bed^ Stoalcs, highballs, cocktails, and women. There was nothing 

whatsoever to do about it but to corse the bitch ^WAR ^HeU 

on earihl 

As tiie day and night passed we were prepared for another attack. 
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It never came oflF. I suppose the Krauts ran out of dope. It's a good 
thing, too, for even though we were ready we were still too tired and 
croegy to do miidi about it. Every diidsioa <tt the front was pushed 
back except for ours. We didn't ^rve an inch. As the fighting sim- 
mered down a Httle, the night sky was streaked with blazing orange 
trails from "Screaming Meemies." The farm house just outside the 
garrison gave o£E a red glow as it continued to blaze through the 
night 

Early the neact morning there was a ^larp whistle M j^bime. 
Luke, who was on guard by the gun, answered it. 

"Brass hats up here damn, th^ have flipped their Hd hav^'t 

they?" 

*O.E., m ten him when he wakes iip. Well get Htm ^ib^^m band 
too. Yeah; CK." 

Wasn't too long before I was awakened by the sharp crack of an 
M-1, and with a good yawn and a scratch in between the legs, I 
tapped Luke on die shoulder. "O.K., old man, get yourself some 
shut-eye* 

1 can't, Ssat^ just got word that the guys with the brass balls 
are cximii^ to pay their, respe^. We are serving tea and crumpets 
at 0700.'* 

"Cut the comedy — ^what's on your mind?" 
%ass Gorniag up to see us at 0700^ 

They were the guys who wanted you to bow and tip yoiu: helmet 
at the Germans before you shot them. You know, ties, clean shaves, 
spit and polish sorta stuff. The only way to live out here and survive 
is to live like a rat. And that's the way most of us Hved. 

As I saw the group of real echelcm coinmandos approaching, I 
proceeded to go to the basement. Ole Luke was still on the gun as 
the Colonel entered. Thinking ^bat Luke was in charge he asked^ 
"Where is your platoon?" 

Luke answered as if he were in charge. "Here, in that building, 
and in those holes at die base tbe water tower/^ 

"What's behind you?" a^ed thie Oolim^. 

"Nothing," replied Luke. 

"There is no depth in this position," said the Colonel. 

"You can't have depth, sir, without mai, sir," said Luke. 

The Col(Hiel deared his dsroat and pointing his fing^ in t&e di- 
recti(Hi ^ btiildiug across the r^l said, '^W^^, I ootdd walk right 
through your positions at night." 

"Yes, Sir," Luke replied as he slid down on his back a litde, 
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pushed his hehnet up o£E his eyes a httle and gave the fifty a pat on 
the ''And you do, and you will be pushing up daisies like those 
Krauts out there tibowtgbt they could do me same thing." 

The Colonel shrugged his shoulders and said, "Gmoa, Captain, 
let's get out of here." 

Everything went along pretty good for the rest of the day, that 
is, until about dark. I had just stepped into ihe building from c^edll- 
ing the men, when I heard Luke talking on the phone. 

"O.K. Ill tell him, imt maku^ a check." 

"Who is it, Luke?" 

"Ole Man wants you to take a couple of men out to the bunker, 
dean it out if anybody's out there, set out a couple of trip flares and 
get back by 2000." 

"O.K. Get Sol, Brown, and Smith in here right away." 

As Luke left I immediately started making plans for what was to 
come. As I was looking over my muddy, half -readable map, the men 
came in. 

**OJS., fellows, we've got a job tonight.'' 

"Shit," said Smith, "the Old Man always picks on us." 

"I don't want another medal, Sarge," repUed Brown. 

"Shut up and listen. Sol, take a flare and some wire and get Jim's 
tonmiy-gun. Brown, load up with grenades and check your carbine. 
Smith, you get a couple m: §8sm ^d wite aM fom tommy-gun. 
We've got a date with the bunl^ <*ut la front of your squad. Smith." 

"Can I go, Sarge?" 

"No, LvQce, you take care of the CP." 

"Smith, tell your squad all about it and to cover us if anything 
happens. We ^mll iaJl meet at the water tower in five or tea ndnutes. 
Everybody know the pass-word? If there is anything up there we will 
clean it out and on the way back lay the flares. We have to be back 
by 2000. We wiU break up when we near the bunker. Any questions? 
O.K. See you in a minute." 

The boys in &a&ith's squad had beoi complaining all day aboMit ft 
machine-gun from the bimker, so I guess it was up to us slop it 
It's a sure thing the artillery couldn't do it. 

As we neared the bunker, we were about fifteen yards apart and 
were going to close in slowly. Everything was in dead silence. I had 
seat Sol towards the side door, I tvent straight to ihse |ip@^lxira 
Brown and Smith went to the rear. As Sol approached '6be diooE^ 
there was a loud, sharp, German voice, "Bist du. Otto?" 

"Nein," repHed Sol in his best German. He lunged for the door 
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and at tib& same fime fired a fvM m&pdMe iDf& iSie bmiker. Htdivm. 
came running in just in time to give Sol two grenades, which ex- 
ploded like the eruption of fifty field pieces. At the same time I 
reached into the small aperture and, much to my surprise, pulled out 
a burp-gun. We waited for a second, to see if aU was well, then we 
haulea-assi Having gotten bade to witMi a couple oi hundred yards 
leom the water tower we jiroceeded to lay out our flares. The next 
morning the burp-gun was on display at Batalhon, for the benefit of 
some new replacements, and five dead Krauts were on display at 
the bunker for the benefit of the German Graves Registration. 

Having been in the saztte positiods loir over two weeks, it was 
apparent that the winter line had been issmed. With the Xrauts 
making a breakthrough further north, there was nothing to do but to 
sit tight. During this time we made our holes more like home, and 
dug connecting trenches between holes. In a day or two we had log 
roofs over our holes and a network of ccMsnec^iDg troches that would 
baffle the boys at Fort Benning. Each day die men would work on 
their holes, fixing the tops, digging them deeper imtil we had a line 
of underground huts. Sol and Jim's hole, which was near the water 
tower, was large enough to sleep five men comfortably. We took 

great pride in our homes. It waad t like having a room at the Astor 
ut they were warm and cozy to a eertidn extent. I suppose €ie 
wigs in the rear thought things were getting a little monotonous fdx 
us, so they started to shift us around. Under the cover of darkness 
Fox would change positions with George, and Easy with How, until 
eau^ Company ha^ hit every position, then they started moving m 
by Battalion. Most of us hm a well rounded "Cool^s Ibor" ol ^ 
surrounding country side for several miles in each direction. 

Van Hagan, the Company messenger, and of the Philadelphia 
main line, came running up and handed me a message. It gave the 
sign and countersign for me night, and a memo that we were to 
change positicms with "George" be^tmltig at 2000 with my pkbon 
first. That's us. Always first. It began snowing again, so hard that you 
could hardly see your hand in front of your face. At about 1945 I had 
gotten the platoon together and started to move out when I rem«n- 
bered that I had forgotten the sound-powared phcme whidi was still 
in the CP hde. I returned to retrieve it and, much to my surprise, I 
found in the bottom of the hole, a stinking, dirty, filthy Kraut. TTie 
machine guns were having a party that night, and he evidently took 
refuge in the hole I had just vacated. As I stood over the hole with 
my rifle pointed at his head, he slowly rose with the liande hoch" 
and was giving oiit die saiiie dd $tiii< 'Xmiimd. MM ^/ssikm- 
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sen " I could have let him have it then and ^bare, but thought ft. 
rather amusing that such a thing should happen at a time like tbi$. 
"Rouse, you bastardi" 

The platoon proceeded to move out to make the exchange with 
fO^orge, &st stopping at ^ Company CP to dxt^ <M our mewly 
acquired rifleman. 

February 1st was an imusual day for us, especially that night. 
The outpost of Conn's squad was particularly on tibe ball that 
night and there had been several litde fights off and on during the 
night. 

As I peered into the blackness of theiliy t heard a feint whiiie» 
and cry over the sound-powered. 

"Tiger 1 caUing Fox 3. Tiger 1 calling Fox 3." 

"Hey, Sarge, Sarge," — then a faint whistle again and again, and 
aaother "Hey Sarge.* 

As I picked up the receiver, I spoke very quiedy. 

"O.K. Tiger 1, what d'you want? This is Fox 3." 

"Hey Sarge, this outpost hotel not only has hot and cold run- 
ning bullets, but they serve you hot and cold running dames." 

"Cut the comedy, Mluit's up?" 

'^0 got a gal, comi&g lUp the road into the garriSoU about fifteen 
minutes ago. What do you want to do with 1^?** 

"Bring her back to the CP." 

In a few minutes we heard them coming through the woods and 
M a few seconds they jumped inio the trenwi that fed to the opening 
to the CP hole. 

"Hey, look at this. Not bad. Not bad at all. Boy, look at those 
boobies," said "Mousey," as gently reached over and fondled her 
breast. She didn't seem to mind, at least she didn't make any attempt 
to stop him. Ha? What difference did it make? If she had tried to 
stop him he woiild have rott^ied & Mtde bit. So what's the 

difference? 

"Did all of you take a crack at her? She looks all beat." 

"Naw, Sarge, she ain't clean looking and you know what the 
posters ba£3c home say— — V.D." 

We debated for a few minutes as to the prO]p€r interrogating pro- 
cedure in a case like this, asked her a few questions with no avail, 
kicked her in the butt, and sent her to the rear, with ole Luke as her 
congenial escort. 

And so it was, ^ whit^ long in ^se Cod dad^ted fox holes. 
Morale was slackhig and spasaiiOtdic; Ibing in the woods in a hole 
during the cold rain and snow seasoii womd» I suppose, have a lot 
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to do with the morale of troops. Morale — ^what is morale? Can you 
touch it? See it? Morale is a Company Jeep pulling up a muddy, 
sloppy trail with chow or PX suppUes and men in a foxhole wondear- 
ing which tme wfO be t£le eight-ball to screw up the wwks. Morale is 
drawing names for passes to Paris or Brussels* Hiiee days — long 
enough to forget the horrors of war. Morale is standing guard from 
eight to ten, or two to four — ^most of all, nu^ale is knowing that you 
are going into Reserve. 

Februaiy 9th, the 100th consecutive day in combat, was glori- 
ously ceije^rated by diving, spitting Amerleaii Hum^i^lxdts, puoted 
by German aviators. What a lifel And no sign of an ^ding. They 
played heU with us all day. You could hardly stick your head out of 
your hole. Our htde angels of the wild blue yonder couldn't fly that 
day; they bad a bangover &t somei^aSii^, II the GeitaaM could fly, 
so cotild our boys, but there was ao latenuption and the bastards 
with the black cross had a field day. As the darkness of night closed 
in, artificial light bounced off of low hanging clouds to afford more 
light for our OFs and to direct night artillery. 

Cold rains on the 12tli melted the snow on the hills and tbe 
G&mm Mgb mudEi^^udb mete begfim&ig to mak^ a change ^ 
their troops. The Volxsgrenadier troops were relieved by the German 
2nd Mountain Division, which was relieved several days later by the 
crack 6th S.S. Mountain Division. Old man Hitler was placing his 
crack experienced S.S. Mountain troops to fi^t in the hills around 
tbat all-impoftant dty of Bitdbe; JM^dielilE Charlie, the of 
Luftwaffe, made his usual rounds tal^g plctunes. He flew SO^M^ 
ih&t you could hardly hear him. 

By March 7th, replacements started arriving to build up our 
badly depleted ranks. New faces, inexperienced eight-balls, rumors. 
Psychological warfare began to play its part. 

Early morning of March 8th found Luke hitting me with his fist 

"Sarge, there's a je^ coming up the road horn the rear. The guy 
must be lost." 

As the jeep closed in a voice over the phone said: "Guys from 
Sig. Co. and Q-2 section coming up in your area." 

"oxr 

As the jeep pulled up a very small anemic 2nd John hopped out, 
and scaring him half to death, I called through the window. "What 
'cha got, Lieutenant?" 

^*We^re going to set up th^ loudspealc^r hf ike wxadow and Uttlt 
to fbe Jerries £ywn the road * 
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'^fott liad better get that damn jeep around the side of the house 
beloie Xhnils decide if s tbae lor target practice with Hiitfr 
mortars." 

His driver was very careless and noisy and as a result the Krauts 
decided to throw in a couple of practice rounds. The Ueutenant and 
his driver both took o£E for die basement like a pair of scared rabbits. 
XjUke and I laughed like hell. 

"Is everything O.K., Saig^?" asked lk» l^teofpt as 1^ feeied 
around the basement daqr, 

"Yeah.J 

*What*s the matter with you guys? Suppose we took oflF for die 
basem^ eveiy time they threw* in a couple, who vmM m^ 
to keep them from coming up the road? Let's get it li^i^ IJm^tmasi^ 
maybe you Ve been behind a desk too long." 

"Hiat s enoagh out of you, Sarge." 

Tea, Sir," I replied laughingly, as I punched Luke in the side. 

^egiC said Luke, "you go right ahpid ycmt dxxtl 
let us bother you." 

In about half an hour after everything was set up, they started 
playing a record, and its translation went something like this: "Come, 
comrades, give up. Come alone or in groups of twos. Make your 
way to open ground and i(M6iw the road west tor ^ Assas^iem, mies. 
Stay in the open with your hands high, palms out, and HD weapons. 
Don't try to climb the hills or go into the woods or you wfll bo 
sorry. Go west, young man, go west." 

They played that damn thing over and over again untU I was sick 
and tired of lioaiing it. I felt iSe letting a few iOUiids go right into 
the loudspeaker. 

"Hey, Sarge, what they gonna do — ^taUc 'em out rather than shoot 
'em out? Sounds good to me. It's the safest way. Why didn't they 
start fighting a war this way in the beonning?" 

^Krauts, i^i6uted Ltike as he pulled the cocking lever badk on 
the fifty caliber. 

A colimm of two's — ^hands high — all carrying a white hankie — 
marching in step as though they were followed by a band. Thirty- 
eight of th^, and they said that there were more about fifty who 
i^^ttted to crane but their superiors threatened to kill them n they 
left. Poor guys — ^[MrDbably got shot anyway. 

Old man Sun put in long hours on March 14th, and the sky over- 
head was fiUed with "PATs and P-51's bombing and strafing German 
rear echelons and Bitche. Several squadrons of Flying Forts passed 
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over with their sights on Bitche. She was in for a tenific pounding 
(Emd got it All day long. It was Bfee having a grandstand seat at sot 
air ^ow. Thrilling sight, but in our hearts we knew that all the fuss 
was not in fun. It was just a softening up for what was to come later. 
That night we were relieved to go back several hundred yards to get 
our attack orders. With the fighting third platoon in the lead, on 
M«ri^ ISHi, we started our own private war on die proud dta- 
6^ one dfiy |»e£(»e Ibe Seventh Anny jump-off. 
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Gbapter V 



BITCHE 

At 0600 on March 15th, the third platoon led the attack on Bitche 
in our sedor after a tremendous artmeiy barrage. With ^tsBtee fmks 
attached, we moved cautiously and slowly. Some m&a. were on top 
of the tanks crouched behind the turret and others followed to the 
rear of the tanks. There was a considerable amount of wire and 
mines, and it was the purpose of the tanks to make an opening in 
^ 'Wire and to eoqploae 1^ siiiies. Haid Gennans had over two 
months to prepare their positions and we knew that it ws^'t going 
to be easy. It would have been the same if the shoe were on tbe 
other foot. 

As I crouched behind the lead tank, I grasped for the telephone 
xnotitited cm the badk^ and iii a lc»w an voice, gave ^X, letTs 

go," to the tank (xnmnander. The noise of me tank was terrific and 
obviouisly drew very much unwanted artillery and smaUX. anns &e 
from the already awakened Wehrmacht. 

Tollow closely in the track of the tank treads," I cautioned aU. 
l^ere wtte posdbly four diousand shu-mines in the area, and I 
didn't want anyone going home with one leg. After moving about 
twenty-five yards from our initial jump-oflF, our tank threw a tread. 

**God-dammit, of all the mucking luck," was the sentiment of 
every man. What a spot. In no-man's-land behind a tank that won't 
tiin aod not able to move becatise ci Hba mbied. 

1X)n't step off the tracks," I yelled. At that seorad a decisi(xi had 
to be made. I signaled for the 2nd tank to move up, and at the same 
time I shouted instructions through the telephone to the most im- 
patient commander inside. As the second tank rumbled closer I had 
the most unforgettable feeling tliat smnething <^ras^ was going to 
happen. And it did. Just as the second tank was pulling up dongside 
the lead tank, and Sol, "Todo," and "Joe Stalin" had leaped to take 
refuge on top of the second tank, an 88 hit about two feet from the 
right side. It blew Sol sprawling but unhurt to the ground at the 
rear of the tank. Todd'' and *7oe Stalin" were less fortunate, hm^ 
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ever, in that they were mortally wounded. Todo" hit the ground on 
his back smack on top of a mine, and "Joe Stalin" was hanging limply 
over the side of the tank with blood gushing from his neck. We 
moved slowly towards the Kraut position, which made their machine- 
gun and smMk isenm fife ta&re emdive. 

"Medic," a loud yell pierced the noise of battle. Bass had gotten 
a burp-gun through the leg. As the grey smoke of burned gun powder 
and tiie gloom of early morning cleared, we began to orient our- 
selves more definitely. When we had passed a mined area, we began 
to ^read oat and give the Jerries a taiste of Uielr owii inedMm* 
During the onslaught of battle, I happened to survey the two 
knocked-out tanks behind me. They had fired up all of tiieir ammo 
and the men were coming through the hatches as fast as you ever 
saw. They started running the minute they hit the ground. I don't 
suppose diey stopped nn&o^ until tiiey ieadbed the BA^tMm €F. 
Two of them didn t make it because of mines. Need I say mmbt 

As the battle became more intense. Sergeant Bazzo of the weapons 
platoon picked up his light machine-gun oflF its mount, threw the 
ammo belt across his shoulder, and waded into the German position, 
neutralizing two burp-guns, killing six Krauts and capttiring four* 
teen. By mid-morning we had broken through and began to advance. 
By now three of our tanks had been knocked out and a fourth was 
pressing the attack. By 1200 we had slugged our way to the tip of 
Spitzberg Ridge, a distance of a httle over 1,000 yards. Its a slow 
endless, nard war. The second day of the attack saw a complete re- 
duction of the proud city of Bitche, the citadd of tlie Maginot Line. 
According to the Stars and Stripes, Bitche was taken vmk liardly a 
shot. Well, every man has a right to his own opinion. 

"Hey, Sarge. How come we fight our asses oflF for four cold long 
mots&& and mm we msattk iSjmm^ it asid out the o^er dde in tm 
minutes?* 

"Das ist der Krieg." 

As the Krauts withdrew and we pushed onward, they fought not 
even a delaying action, mostly sniper fire here and there. Of coinrse 
this was also dangerous, that is, if you wete the figure to cross the 
hairline on their telescopic sights. 

On March 17, at about 1430, the so-called "Sons of Bitche" cau- 
tiously walked passed the stone marker on the border to lead us to 
the land of the "Supermen." Gleaming on the distant hillside lay the 
ugly dragon teeth of the Siegfried IJne. With a screeching halt we 
proceeded to dig^g, Platoons in German^^ platoon CFs in France. 



Would it ever aid? 
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HEILBRONN 



lite B&ismd day of spring found us loaded on everything and any- 
tibing that Ibad four wheels, trucks, jeeps, tanks, half -tracks, and cap- 
tured German vehicles. Objective Mannheim. Civilians and white 
flags hung from the windows getting their first look at their con- 
querors. They saw sand-bagged Shermans and battle worn soldiers, 
numim Bana grap^ide trees, camouflaged helmets, ripped jackets, 
bearded faces, ^paoe Gad>etf goggles weaiy &i3m ^dless days of 
fighting. 

Occasionally a daring ME-110 would strafe, but nothing serious 
happened as we rolled along through a land of red and white vil- 
lages only a few kilometers apart. Roadside littered widi knocked- 
out vehi^es (kf both sides. Thirty hlom^tms to^ MaopIieEin, 1km 
twenty, then ten, then seven. March 24th gai^ us our first; sight ol 
the Rhine. The famed Rhine. Hmph! 

As we prepared our positions, we kept a watch on factories and 
cranes still at work turning out war mat^al across the river. Snip^ 
fire and 88 s were tile lir£r ol ilie day, and it kept us quite enter- 
tained. "This is the way to fight a war,** laughed ole Luke as he 
emerged from a basement with an arm load of Schnapps and cham- 
pagne. "I hate to take all this, but you know how it is, Sarge, I'm 
thirsty." 

"Sure, what are you ^ing to do with it?** 

"There's more down mere, well dish it out to the platoon to kick 
the Jerries out of their houses." We celebrated. For the war was al- 
most over, we thought. Schnapps for all. A good night's rest with 
soft music furnished by the whistling 88's. 

Obl Mardi 31st, tihe help of o^moast sides, we crossed ^ 
symbohc river at a distance of about 300 yards. Crossing from Lud- 
wigshaffen into the now well-flattened Mannheim, we fanned out 
and turned south parallel to the river to greet the oncoming French 
Seccmd Corps. We were now moving at a pretty fast pace and the 
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first week in April was spent taking several small towns between 
Mannheim and Heilln'oiiii. 

On April 5th wd were to cross fbe Mddciiir Wtvei. Out aned 
flimsy beachhead consisted of a factory and a couple of houses alcHig 
the river bank. Don't think for a minute that it was a picnic. Taking 
a boat ride across the Neckar is hke striking a match to a barrel of 
gun powder. Broad open dayhght, no smMce screen and the hills 
beyond full of 88 s. We manag^ to mike &e landing, but not for 
long. On April 7th the Krauts threw in a counterattack with four 
King Tiger tanks and many men. Th^ managed to push hell out of 
some units, moving them all the way back to the river bank. The 
battle for Heilbronn was on, and bcm the looks of things it was 
going to be a dily. HeilbrcHin biggest batde in me world 

on April 7th, yet ncKb ft sin^e man was visible. That's what battle is. 
"Here come tiie Meemies, someone shouted, and even the fellows 
in the cellars, taking a drink or playing up to some gal, tried to crawl 
under something. Tne sky was mil of fireworks: 8^, Meemies, Mor- 
tars, and SP-TOTs. As ^ f^ndt tib^ Engineecs^ poiild not tis a per* 
manent crossing. Kymfdme tihey would get it ot^DOf^ 3ie firauts 
would blow it up. 

War ^platoon by platoon, squad by squad, man by man, hit 

and run, run and hit, factory to factory* house to house, room to 
focMn, over dead Kranti* f^f^ugh rabbit imder barbed wire, over 
fences, in the windows and out the doors, sweating, cussing, firing, 
throwing grenades, charging into blazing houses, shooting through 
floors and closet door s 30 seconds for a puff on a cigarette— 
fighting ^War! 

The batde ior MeSkmm was a battle of supply boats, oommimi^ 
cations, attacks and counterattaclcs, house to house fighting, f anzer- 
faust teams, automatic weapons, soSa^ecs, Meooies, Tigers, and 
the damned Uttle Hitler Jugend. 

"It's taking us a long time to clean up this baby, and we ain't 
thrcmgh yet," remarked Luka '^Vhere ill me hdl axe idl the bastards 
coming from? We've killed enough to su]p]^y an army mi^ tihey &re 
still coming and still shooting." 

At twilight of the 12th, we headed south down the road along the 
river bank toward Sontheim, as usual die third platoon in the lead. 
As we neared tibe oiitskirtB of ^ town, all heH radke lobs& To oiir 
left front wast * large white house with an orchard from which they 
could spot our every move. With the first crack of the rifle, we hit 
the sides of the road and took up the firefight. All squads deployed 
to the left of the road with the exception of the Bazooka team and 
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tbe BAR whidh warn ibidd€ii lay ^ liaiik ol iinb tiver mk liie right. 
We blasted away» and in about ime and one-half hours we managed 
to move into town and take over an old factory building. I don't 
know what kind of factory it was, as we didn't have time to call on 
the manager and so on an escorted inspection tour. As the darkness 
of niglit ^soended upon us, artificial inoai&i^t cffioae on md the ar- 
tillery concentrated cxk targets in the German half of Sontheim. We 
nestled in windows and doorways for the night and between artil- 
lerv bursts, listened for the sound of hob-nailed shoes. That night was 
a nightful one, as were many others, in that we entered the town at 
night and weire ncA properly orfented ia t& Ibe exact positicxi of Hie 
Krauts. Maybe they were around the comer, even in the next room* 
As dawn broke the next morning, we moved out. One by one from 
his shelter, and in a very few minutes we knew where the Krauts 
were. All around us. We took up the firefieht and started moving 
ahead, oveir fences, through houses, up back alleys, over ooal piles 
and debris. It became more like fun, a game, than it did a War. I had 
lost contact with the squads for the time being, but I was confident 
that they were moving as fast as they could when they could. In the 
distance I could hear Gonn shouting to his men or yelling some- 
thing in German. Momentarily there was a shght lull in the business, 
md with carbine in hand and Luke following behind, we approached 
an alley in front pf us» running from our left straig)bt dowiL to the 
river. 

"Hey, Sarge, let's slow down a little." 
"O.K. Let^ have a smoke.* 
"Get behind that chicken-ooQ|>.** 
"Where is Soir I asked. 

"He said that he was going to follow Gonn's squad." 

We took a couple of drags ofE our cigarettes and doubled across 
ihe yard into find oack dobt of fbe house. We cbiSf^asd the house 
quicidy to see anyone i/m Luke going upsIM and I totk 
off for the basement. 

"Find anything?" 

"Nothing yet • 

As I reached the bottom of ^ne basement steps I heard someone 
speaking German and groaning. I waited for Luke to come down, 
and as he kicked the door open I yelled "Hande Hoch." Much to my 
amazement, there was "Jazbo" getting a gpod piece of ass from a 
very attractive fraulein. 

1 heard your voice when you came in, Sarge, so I knew that 
it wasn't &e KiaulK. I dtO|^ped dsmt here td get a Ht of tamk 
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needed rest, and this is what I find. Not bad, eh? All I said was 
'Hello,' and she lay \mk on thes^ b9,gs ol potato^. What would you 
have done, Sarge?^ 

We paid no attention whatsoevCT to "Jazbo's" extra activities (nor 
&A they to us) and after a ten ndnale test iia ^ den of iniquity, we 
went topside to see how the war was progressing. Standing in the 
doorway, I decided to make a dash across the back yard to the 
alley. As I ran out of the yard into the alley, much to my surprise 
the whole damned thing was covered by burp-guns and th^ all 
opexied up. I dodged and shifted until I had made my way into the 
doorway of a house across the alley where I very nervously caught a 
breather. I was certain that this was the end for me. I had the feeling 
that the Krauts had their sights set for me today. So far I had been 
lucky, but this was getting a httle too close for comfort. Standing 
M the doorway, I reauzed ^iat I was m clay pigeon for anyone want- 
ing to take a shot at me from a window. I stepped out of the cbCM^^ 
way, head down, and in a low crouched position broke into a very 
tired but slow run. The Lord must have been with me, for at that 
instant I looked up, and in front of me, not more than fifty feet away, 
were two Germans witih rifles. They &ed, and at same time I fired 
eight fast rounds from hip, spun to 3i& ri^ht about and hauled 
ass back across the alley. The burp-gun opened up at me again. In 
the course of my informal meeting with the two Germans, I had 
completely forgotten about the burp-guns. I was really scared. With 
lihat extra stiic£ energy that only God gives in f^e of criails^ I tm 
down the alley to the comer and aroimd it doing eighty, wS, ran 
smack into an abandoned trolley. Diving, as though I were going 
swimming, into the door and on the floor, out of breath and tired, I 
decided to take a short rest, occasionally peeping over the windows 
to make sure €iat a oouple Jenies werm't following me. Lying on 
t}ie floor, I could hear the familiar zing of machine gun bullets pass- 
ing overhead, and to the rear the unforgettable sound of tanks. My 
first thought was, whose tank? As I crawled to the rear of the trolly, 
bullets continued to break all the glass and shatter the sides. I won- 
dered just why an American would be shooting up the works behind 
mx l3!O0ps. The French, it's understandable. Maybe the Germain are 
coming in from the rear. His guns had ceased and I slowly peeped 
out the back window. It was an American tank. Cautiously I took my 
handkerchief from my pocket, and waved it through the already 
shattered wittdpw, T slowly stepped from tlu^back door of the trolley 
in full view o| Jbe QQsooming tank. With arms outstretched, I sig- 
naled ias him to oome up. Se^g that I was a G.I., he threw tlie taSk 
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into hi^ gear and sped toward me. As fihe tank approached 1 no^ 
ticed the driver's hatch opening up, and the Joe driv&ig s^k^ loudly: 

"What in the hell are you doing up this far?'* 

That's a damn stupid remark to make, what do you think I'm 
doing, making a speech?" 

1 fust mmdeeedy ym*te about lottr blbclts ifliead of ev^iybody 
else." 

Bang, I realized that I had been in no-man's land. I gave a loud 
yell for Luke and "J^zbo," but no answer. I suppose they went back 
to the basement for more morale. 

I hopped upon the tank, the driver iSbo^ed het into tm(ssse, and 
we backb-acked for four blocks. It wasn't until I dismounted from 
the tank that I noticed that the stock of my carbine had been nicked 
three times, evidently by the two Krauts in the alley. The rest of the 
day was spent in hot combat, pushing ahead, cleaning out the town. 

F^day^ iiie Wki was a Uiky day lor lis rathj^ ^mi miitaxky. 
Many decoratitms were won, the S.S. troops and Grenadiers were 
not scared troops anxious to surrender, but they were outbattled. The 
capture of Sontheim marked the bitter end of the nine-day struggle 
for Heilbronn. 
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OBAFnsR Vn 



SURRENDER 



S{»lng M i^t there was m fest for fks wetay, for 
we were diasing Jeny on the rough roads to the South. As we moved 
swiftly, the greenery of the rolling hills loomed in front of us. Speed 
was essentisd; the enemy must be caught, surrendered and annihil- 
ated. To let him escape means to fight him another day. In moving 
so rapidly southward, attempting to dimb some oi Ihdsd eivedasliag 
hiUs proved to be one of the costliest e£Forts made by our unit. To 
the ever present and terrifying Kraut mortar fire, they had added a 
dual concentration of artillery and small arms fire. It seemed then 
that there was no getting away from it. A little further south, Talheim 
liad been prepared lor us wim ttiany macMlie gUiis, backed up widi 
03iOse coughing mortars — ^it was a bitter and bloody battle all the 
way, but as the attadc began to get into fuU swing, the Krauts b^an 
to give in. 

Fox Company and the fighting third patrolled the town of Tal- 
beini to find that the Freach had all under ccmtrol, so we were or* 
dered to the higher ground near I«auffen — where the same old seven 
and six took place. Well, there was one helluva battle. Jerry's 88's 
and 120's started falling, each one with a number on it and each 
one with a target; April 18th was one of the costhest days of the 
whole damn war. Most of tiiose leH who had been at Anzio say that 
it exceeded all they had experienced in Italy. Shells coming in by the 
hundreds himdreds of screaming, groaning hysterical voices call- 
ing for a Medic ^but there weren't enough pill-rollers to go 

aroimd. The attack went on, and to add to the agony and confusion, 
J&iy decided to counterattack. 

Xook, Sarge, must be fifty or sixty ^ Bastards/* $sM, Luke, 
with an air of fright in his eyes. 

"Let 'em have it," I yelled. I was scared. No matter how long 
you have been on the line, no matter how many counterattacks you 
have laced, no matter how well ym aie prepare! £pr It, and no 
matter faovir im^ ym pmy^ no matteir how wme, ym sxe seated 
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Don't let anyone tell you different. About an hour later, after re- 
sorting to every avdlltDl& mess^im, inchiding pistols, Jerry gave up— 
tihank goodness. 

The days were getting warmer and more pleasant, the skies were 
dear and blue, and we, along with hundreds of others, had cracked 
the Xraut line east of the Neckar river. We had opened the gates 
to t&e S0u.il to Stuttgart, Muaicit iaaii. the Br^mi^ Fassr. 

Playing greyhound-catch-the-rabbit with Jerry was becoming great 
fun for us until April 20th when we had another beauty outside of 
Backnang which lasted most of the afternoon. The Engineers quickly 
threw a bridge across the Murr River for us and the race was on 
again. During this little party, we had manaeed to off 270 sqiiflm 
niiles of Gemum tnx^ belvi^en the laimig H^dcar mi, 
Backnang. 

April 22nd was "Tinker's" day with his first platoon going into 
Rotenberg and capturing over one hundred prisoners — ^this was the 
cMn^shtf. We had a feeling that all was lost for Jerry. Oti April ^S&it 
we were pulled out of the line and put into reserve after 175 con- 
secutive days of hell. In 185 days of combat operations the fighting 
third platoon lost three Lieutenants and thirty-eight men. Only five 
of the original platoon returned. 

Oq Miit wMie we vrere trying to eatch Jerry, and after 
leading ^e fitting third platoon most of the way horn November 
*44, I was proud to receive a Battlefield Commission. I suppose they 
had scraped the bottom of the barrel and had no one else to choose 
from. Nevertheless, in the few minutes it took for the cCTemony, I 
\(m given bars, s^ed papers^ discharged as an esdisted plan and! 
sworn in as an officer, snook hands wi2i the General and ^thM a 
couple of hours was back on top of a tank chasing Jerry. 

We had been moving fast, mostly on tanks, fighting 3l\1 the way. 
It was evident that the Nazi machine was near total collapse. It was 
at first a matter of days, then homSi Otk May 8th, with a sign of 
"Strike" and a oounteisign of "One," die good news came of sur> 
render. Some of us took a last shot at a fleeing Kraut, others shook 
hands; Luke and I hugged each other with joy, and others got 
slopped-up on Schnapps. We had come a long way since we first 
met Jerry in his o^ backyard. We had battl^ the Yosges Monsi* 
tains, something never before accomplished in military histoiy, anct 
liberated Bitche, the French fortress which had nev^ fallen to an 
invading army in over two hundred years. 

So ended the bloody business of the day, and how wonderful it 
would have hem If the decid could have inn^ ns In victtny. 
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